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CHAPTER T 


The man with, the squint, called " ('ork-lCye ” hv 
his acquaintances, stole a furtive: glance at the cards 
he held on the table beneath his hanil, huiked quickly 
but without e\-pn,‘Ssion at his opponent, and {Wished 
ten l)lue chips, worth twenty dollars eiu'h, into the 
niitldle of th(‘ table. With the chips and casli 
aheudy ac.ctumilated there this “ i.iise ” made a 

pot of nearly a thousand dollars high sfukt*s. 

indeed™ aiul tlie eyes of tht> dozen or so onlookers 
who luul gathered around tlie players narrowed and 
glistened expectantly as they sliiftcd to flu* other 
participant in the game. 

Unlike (iock-Eye, this man did not have the 
appearance of an habitual gambler. 1 ie was young, 
W'cll under thirty, and his lK)yish f.ice was flushed 
with .something mort‘ potent than jtist interest or 
eagerness in the game he played, Hy some his 
condition might have been attributed to liquor, for 
|iis eyes were unnattirally bright and ins apjwarancc 
jlishevelled ; but the boy wjis not drunk. He 
seemed feverish rather, sick }>erhaps, excited ; bnt 
5ooi too, so cool that his burning gaze did not miss 
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a single movement of the man l:t< fun- liiin ; liis sot“ 
lips told of inner fires no less iieep In rausf t . 4 . 'iealhjj^is 

repressed. Lim 

This repression, strange tn say, to .it It a 4 on^j 
among the spectators, did not seetn !i> he * n v ruk'ri'/iytj^ 
by tlie game at all. It seeiue.1 f-i g > .li' pt-r. f;c " 
deeper, than that. It was as ii lie* i»'V ■. miiiil vver^jj^j 
fixed upon something reinuti* lo-ut the e.uds an^an.s 
his hardfaced vis-thvift: even vvfule his ev. ■. prohcbcgi: 
the other man's crafty mask ami tlie i s of 
right hand toyed nervon.sly witii the lt< .ips ni eliij^ye 
and coin.s in front of him, it w.is plain that llithc^ 
tlvoughts were elsewhi-re. .Ml at ouci* he 
to come to himself : ho paslu-d his eutue sf.ike i!%ari 
the pot. 

"ril see yon and go 5'ou a tlunis.mil better. t <; 
Eye,” he said evenly ; and tlie iiyst.mdei*. e\i haiig%em 
startled glances at the magnitude of his " laise.' Yo 
It had been a long time since Muomlance h.id knorEca) 
a game like this. ” 1 

” Call." The gambler's voice was as cxpii'ssiourncij 
less as his face a.s he pushed forward an etpj.il .unountand 
*' What you got ? '* he dcmaitdinl cut tly. is h 

" Tlxree kings.” The boy threw his cards f.%Ti(i 
upward down upon the table. " Ami you ? " |Qu; 

A ghost of a smile twitched for an instant at %os( 
comers of the gambler's hard mouth, ttw€ 

" Three queens,” he answered, spreading them otnunt 
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and he hesitated slightly as if to add effect to 
words-" a pair of treys. It’s a fall l,u,.sc 
Undsay. I win. I reckon.” He leaned forward' 
^ tod b(^gan to rake the pot acnxss the; t.ahle toward 
•nrn with his slim, long-fmgered liands. 

I »* r . - 


Wait ! 


J-indsay's voice wa.s still low and even 
^‘ind he did not move, but .something in his manner 
' wU!se< a sudden hush to fall tiixm the men who had 
Jeguu to murmur among them.selvcs at the size of 
l^ck-hyes wiimings. Without exception every 
Aye m the room wa.s turned toward the .speaker- 
winner froze motioul<.,ss in the very act of collect-' 

Ims hoard, his lij>s half parted in a so,inclh>s.s 

«‘'nan af nuniiry. 

" You win, Cock-Eye,” the boy went on, boring 

teeintd mhlly at variance with his quiet tone. 

T'. ^-i-'^oked. You dirty 

«fecat ! You ve stacked ' your <ieals all evening.” 

^iJ”" M ! 'Mie retort came 

tod cHr I f V'" 

< <( lotn the pile of his winnings towards 

_ e t armpit, where, like most of his kind, he 

«lWKid a n-ady weapon. Jlut he never drew it. 

^yuick as he was -and as a member of a fraternity 

«fto. e fel ows measured quickness sts the differenc^i 

«ween life and death Cock-Eye Bill Lacy was 

*«toted <pncker than mo.st-a big man who had 
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been standing near by alisnrbed in ihe g.une \vl 
quicker still. The gambler ’.s lingers bad bare! 
closed upon his gnu when the big tn.in's g'l ip el.inip 
on his wrist and halted the uinaiiujilcti'd d.raw. .t 
"Cut it, ('<Hd<-Eye ! *’ he grmvled, w bitlitig 
raging tinhorn around and up out of his eh.iir so 
they two .stood face to lace. " 'I'b'io’U la; ^ i 
shootin’. Lindsay’s right ; I've Item wati'hin’ v 
my.self. Yon .skunk ■ If the boy iiail ,i gnu on fjSA 
I’d not Imtt in; but there'll he th» e.uudii in 
place. You'll return what \-ou'vi' cljeatcd h|l( 
him. Savvy ? " 1; 

“ Much obliged, Kegaii.” I indsav. also on 
feet by this time, addresseti the Itig fu.ui. "id 

unarmed, but I c.an hauilh; this .d.iue. ! fhijac 
Maybe I wanted . . . Fait m-ver mind. Ts J 
him loose, please, (bin or no gnn. hf'll eat i* 

' liar ' or take the consetjnenet s. Tin- luom y 
doesn’t matter at all now." “ 

Regan .stared for an instant, Tlien lie joikeilfst 
gambler’s gun away from him and reli!uim-.hr(l y 
gi-ip. he 

" (jo to it 1 '■ he said hrielly. ay 

Cock-Ivye went to it. Ag.iinst Tom K'eg.m. »ha 
held him as helpless as an oniinary man might l“ 
a half-grown boy, he realised the futility of inr^uj 
his wrath, but Lindsay was different. Here. •<* 
wo were nearer of a size, artd even without hisf®*’ 
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vhe tinhorn possessed the courage of a cornered rat. 
r|e struck at the younger man sa’V'agely. 
f spectators surged backward instantly, tickled 
t tins prospect of a fight, now tiiat R<>gan'.s inter- 
erence had made a more serious and uneven en- 
S>unter impossible. Those who e.xpected to wit ness 
lengthy battle, however, were disapjiointed. 

I Witliout for a single instant l(»sing tJmt odd 
jvensh glitter from his eyes, ahno.st without rhang- 
ig bus stride, Lind.say stepped forward to meet Ids 
atmy s lusii. I here was a moinent’.s confusion, 
b -Hikeil blow or two, then the boy struck out swift 
nd true at the gambler's snarling lips. 'riuTo was 
dull smack, a stilled grunt, and Cock-Eye crash.'d 
ackwai'd to the tloor. 

Lindsay watched liiin for a moment, saw that 

J was completely knocked out, and turm>d to 
egau. 

" I ’m .satisfietl," !,<. said. ” Guess I can leave the 

St o you, lorn. You can ca.sh the pot ami give 

^ .share to chanty, if you like. It's all one to me. 
le luoney's spent. J don’t want It. I w.i.sn’t 
lymg to wm e.xactly. I wa.s playing for .something 
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here, Bob ; not ever. As for him," !u‘ sliot a wj 
ing glance at Cock-Eye, who. still Ca.'oil, was | 
helped into a chair by some of flu; hystan 
“ he’s through for keeps. But half ih,u put is 
money, boy. You oughter take it." 

“Aw, Bob don’t need it ! ” .\ lu.iu sunuai 

in the crowd exclaimed loudly. " 11 is daddy’s 
He ...” 

The speaker froze into .sudden silt ur.« bemsiti 
look which Lindsay flashcn! in his direetiun. 
just a second the boy seen»*d to be on the poii 
resenting the remark. 'I'lien all at once he b 
to laugh. 

“His daddy’s rich,” lie mimicked. '* Clf cl 
— ray father. Gootl (lod, yes ! '\'ou'r« righ! 
course, Duncan. My father is ricli.” 

He laughed again, wiklly, shiilly, but wilhoui 
least trace of mirth. They all w.itclird him enrit 
as he turned and flung out of tin; room, silent 
more, but bright-eyed still a,s a man in the thre 
a raging fever. 

Regan followed him with si thouglitfnl, trotl 
gaze until he had pa.ssed from sight. Then lu; tii 
to the spectators and dropped an eyelid. 

" Loco," he observed, “ he's phimli loco. 1 1 | 
saw but one man act thataway Indore, an* hin 
wan’t a man a«tall. Hhe was a woman. She i 
murder that same day," i 



CHAPTER II 


Outside in the street, dark, with a maze of tiny stars 
overhead, like gold dust sprinkled uj>on a mat 03 
soot. Bob Lindsay halted uncertainly in the lU-cpoi 
shadow of a doorway and blinked into the night 
He sensed rather than saw that the street was 
deserted, that only a few lights showed. This 
meant that it was late, for Moondance did nut retire 
early ; but even so there was no thouglit of sleep 
in the young man's mind. He was thinking, rather, 
of excitomont, action, diversion of almost any .sort : 
something to deaden or eclipse that crawling sensa- 
tion as of maggots in lus brain. His jumping nerves, 
held in restraint by an exertion of will almost 
abnormal, were crying for relief, forcing him on, on, 
always on ; l)ut his mind was incapable of focusing 
upon any single destination or objective from anua 
the chaos which filled it. 

Liquor? Bah! He was no drinker, and the 
whisky he had already consumed in his first efforts 
to drown his loathing of the tiling that was himself 
had merely intensified his torture. He had tried 
poker, too, without r^ult. I« his desperation hg^ 
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Ii;ul pitted hitiisclf ni'ainsf t;.,- irieid, r e.itnhErt 
little town could boast, and at tl-r , ud, tinanued 
ha w;t.s, he had doliheruf-lv anus-d t ,,1. l\v 
dieatin," the unpardoiial.E 1 1 iuio in tla* half Iia 
lhatal.uli.-tniu:lil put a lu.-n ifu! M,d i ; .'i;-’,,.;,, 

but lu' had failed. Ki eau laid iu! <■.' 0 o-d 
then, heeaus<- he was yoiu.j; and fiie 1, .v ■ ,,} 

niajdiues.s was still Mionr: witlei: huii. h.-li t ' i njuvii 
a uiuuietifs resjiile in tui.iduia; ih,- -i.i a!, ulm in 
ml.hed and insulted him, Fut imuiiMe had i 
fouml relief ftoni the Ihlia; that w dtnin- \m 

^'V^'n-i'^^th.itseeua.d.ua.d.m.sdl.um } 

must ki oj» oij 

('eiuinK to a sti.iden derision, he left the doorwj 
and faeetl away from the h,ii;htlv hrhted j,ont tf 
Kepn's saloon toward the tnidni;dit dail.ia of) 
quieter and less .s<‘ttled portion of the itmit, Shm’ 
men and the divetsions of ti„ n had t.o!, d him in lii 
need, he wo.dil );ive Nature a tiial. .s.,meuheie m 
there in the dark heyomi the houses, m the lulls aw 
vtdieys whieh he hud roamed and loved • m. e , hiW^ 
horal, was peace. Solitude nuphi s,,., d when 
sneety had faileth If 0,4. . . . Uell, he ho.v^ 
that he would find strength to sinwrl- eve,, th,.,,. ' 
Ihe ranishaekle hnihiing. dipnifini hv the title 
ln-t‘ry and feed stable, where l.e I,.,d h i, h.s hom| 
was deserted ami quH now. but a i.mt, ,,, h.,d hvj 
hiirninp for the accommodatioti of i.,i,. aiiiv.ikl 
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and by the light from this Lindsay !<>il nut and 
saddled the rawboned gelding whirh he hiiusel! had 
raised and broken from colthood. hive iiiiimtes 
later he was in the saddle and making his wav 
through tlie outskirts of the town. 

When he left the lights behind him a.nd ln-adrd 
toward the ragged mountains, wliieh ^dlll■.\(>d up 
even in the dark against the skyline a dn/eu iidhs 
or so away, the boy had no distil le.l idea • , to his 
(lest iiiat inn. 1 ie w;is just: riding. It u.i ur tinet, 
nothing nnn'e, that ('.ansed hor.se and lidef tu turn 
toward home*, altliongii in view of mi! oe. juriii e\euts 
one inighl reasonaJdy have e.dled it f.ite. 

At first, l.indsay rude fist, iniioiisly last, 'fhe 
niadne.ss in his bluud found a certain outlet in the 
sense of .speed, and his horse wa.s botli willing and 
fresh. E]! hill and down, across level l.dilet.tnds, 
they raced, meeting no one, s.-i-n by none s.ive the 
winking stars and the faint moon which wa.s just 
beginning to rise. Rut the thing with which the 
honseman laccfl could not he distanced, neither 
could the splendid animal beneath him run forever, 
and realising this at last the boy slowed <hnvn into 
a walk. Only his mind conlinued it.s lu-adlong 
flight. 

I ie began tu think now that his brain wa.s cracking. 
His head felt numb, dazed, a gtKKl deal as if he had 
been heavily struck, and yet his tiioughtswcre racing, 
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racing fast and faster every minute, ('anie inonicn 
when his body and his mind semi.d ar-ar 
he had that weird fi'eling of luokimr dll\^ n Kpnii hit; 
self from a great height whieii hashtd, raters ui 
said at times to e.xperimee, tmd tl:e •viis iik 
frightened him. He felt th.at Im must d. i .,net},i„f 

that he must somehow fitree his lirain to hchw 
itself. ' ; 


i.t grew darker. Ilis eyes were dosing, h,. thnij-lJ 
though he had no desire to sleep, h uas vir' 
strange. He tried to keep thc!!i op. tt. hut 
So this odd sleepine.ss whidi was jiui sleepiviJ 
for Ins thoughts (•ontimud to seethe mtd l.uhli 
chaotically, persisted, and ;it last he gay,, hiii 
self up to it as one mmst in tfie end jdve ttn ti 

the compelling influence of m. an.esthetic a 
to death. 

Then all at once he felt better. His head wJ 
clear again. No blacknes.s, no numbness, no more 
niaggots gnawing at his brain tissues. H,. f,it 
refreshed, soothed, almost on the- j-eoint ..f hemesi 
drowsiness, when he heard a voiee e.diing bi hia 
from somewhere, or so he thought, fmt when hi 
looked around he could see no one. 

Suddenly he understood. Tfuit huntiy ciUliJ 
>ce was the voice of !u.s own con.scie«ce. 
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*boked around for a little, but closed his eyes iiii.illy 
With a shudder. Even in that one hritif a 

picture had limned itself upon his nieiuory. lie 
groaned and shuddered again. 

He was looking down upon a moon-ha tiled strip 
of nearly level gj-oimd. Directly benc*ath in's hvt 
a little stream ran swift and cold, beyond a house 
loomed dark and shadowy, and still fartlier away 
was a grove of lireeze-rippled trees. 

“ It’s the ranch ! Home ! ” Lindsay groaned. 
I ve come lioiiie, after all. I loiiie ? 1 lia\'e no 

lomc!” lie laughed wildly, as he had !.ui!;!ied 
lonrs ago at Ivoiiari'.s. 

Once inon; he e.xpericnced that terrible seiisaliim 
)f being apart from himself. Mu lieard In.s own 
foke: hoarse, unnatural, .speaking to a grotesijue 
igure with a dark blur wliere its face should have 
«cu : 

“ What hrus happened ? Why have f come 
<ere ?” 

And the ///.iHg answered him : 

" To jxiy 1 'I'o pay f To pay 1 *’ 

At this Lindsay laughed again and tried to ride 
way from the hideous shape. Me imrier.stniKi at 
3t. He wa.s mad, wholly mad. That headless 
|ure was merely a di.storted vision from out of the 
sanity which had engulfed him ever since . . . ever 



12 


MEN OF MYSTlikV 


He lifted both hands above his Imrse’s head 
stared at them through the <! ui.ur; -;. 

"To pay,” he repeated, " to pay ! ” 

“ Get out ! Go away ! Leave me uImiu- 1 ■■ 
Lindsay waved his arms anii stiinil mieasi! 
He thought that he still spoke to th.i! i.aiei e:,. qi 
without a face with wlucii for hm;;,, h.- h.ni 
struggling at the liottean of the I'u. v.i; tp 

sounded faint and far away, lie km'v, ik.u it y jj, 
u.sele.ss, hut he e.onlimied to stiu.'.G-, |.jj, 

His eyes burned. He nibbed lie u, e;i( u eudwaii 
siirjirised when they told liim th.is ii u.t , biM.td(kp;i, 
liglit. The liot sun was shining into lus t.n e. V'ihj; 


an effort he rnaved ids head to cnie side and duswii 
his eyes again, grateful to h.ivi* i d {huu tbp; 
headless phantom which had pmsmd luiu tiiroujstr 
itis dreams. 

But he could not sleep. Full cohm i.aisjie.ss t I 
turned to his fevered brain and with it < aine walfull 
fulness, realisation. He sat up suildeiilv as if siuiyir 
and now his eyes remained wide opi n, stariitln'i 
dilating with a terror stranger titan utty he Ivyea 
e.xi>erienced during all that hellish night. Srs) 
He was surroundt'fl Ity fatniliar ulijet ts, tilings tilonj 
he had once loved and clterislted as ins i.hii, liutao 1 
inknown terror cotild have been so great, lie |ha] 
ally clothed on the lag hei! in liis own rouni. Tted 
uulight whiclt Itad aroused him stieattied beitei^ow 
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a partly lowered shade. From thi.s and 

his knowledge of tlie room's location he knew th;it it 
must be very late — nearly mid-day. It w.is a!v.. 
very still. 

So still, indeed, that the ticking of a litfle ( luck 
on the stand behind the partly open door .sounded 
like the blows of a hammer. Lindsay ev<‘n fantn'ed 
that he could hear the beating of his own heart. 
He sat up and swayed dizzily. A sharp pain slutf 
tlirough his head and for a moini'uf h<‘ felt weak 
and ]mnil)]y nausoali-d. Loth pain aii-l n.uise.i 
p<L.s.sed, how(,*vcr, and he was surprised when he [nit 
ilis hand to his head and found it .sore and lue.ssv 
with Inalf-dried Idood. Then he .saw that ther<' was 
stood upon the {dllow, too. He had been hurt — 
itnick, it seemed. How ? Hy whom ? H(> shot>k 

lis head. 

Hi.s g.ize travelled around the room, .slowly, fear- 
ully, rlwdling upon each familiar with tin 

toiost rapt intensity. He .saw the m;my little 
hing.s which hiid become endeared to liim from 
i«ar.s of a.ssoci:ition, but he saw them now for the 
rst time with horror-widened eyes. They were no 
tager comnionphice, the.se belongings of his, for 
0 longer wa.s the room which held them his. Less 
Itoi twenty-four hours ago he had left this room 
the roof that covered it never to return. But 
6w. . . . 
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He froze sucWenly, I’ur ivarlv a j,. 

stoj^H'd breathing. Ifi.s ga.'c ti>, . 

drop of bltKid not far from tfn- b. da.!-': ^ ii;t| 
beyond this first drop and lia.ocr tn ib,. o,,; ;jy 
door were a seamd and a thi;d. lii.a av evt 
them in fascination. Had he t-ln! s.. b.riiv ? ' j 
seemed so. He felt of Ids injtiied he, id once mor( ■ 
a little stupidly. He got up and cii pi nui into ij, , 
hall. j 

J he house was ot two sfoi ii"'., willi a ii.noiu npjit ( 
hall liankeil try four ln'druoiu dtuo-., of uiu. h ti: 
boy’s was one. At the f.iither end, o, ;,,, jp* tij ^ 
head of the sluJit sfairwav, the cleoe,! i,f j,, ^ 
father's chainlier seemed to nuck ium .•> lif sltss j 
staling at it. Hie retuaujing rooiiiS were Wide' ojifl f 
and vacant as usual. 

For a moment hinds, ly stood ep'!, i;, ■ ^ 

breath ami staling from the ime of bee d th.-ps is v 
the floor to the closed door ami b.a k .tg.tin ; tint ti 
noisekess as a .shadow, on his tiptoe, he b. .am ip 
move along the hall. Tin* (mil. he fomid, i.d net; 
to die clo.sed door as he had die.idnd but down tit! 
stairs, and after a lingering gl.mce at the mockiBol 
portal, he steadied himself agaiirst the b.uii.stiw 
and deso'nded to the lower y, 

Hole the hoii.se wa,s divirletl into six rtKttoH : tl 
first of which, the genera! living riKutj, .s(ihh 1 almaal 
trectly at the foot of the .stait way. U wa.H a !|el. 
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fe room, comfortably furnished with a fireplace and 
' peat deep cliairs, and one end of it contained a 
desk and a snuili safe. It was here that Jackson 
Lindsay kept account of his varioii;. business allairs, 
•ft here that Bob had last seen and spok<‘u wilii (hn 
1 man he had been taught to call " falher,” and it 
re was to tlii.s room that he would have lirsl turned 
now even if the trail of blood spois which he 
followed had not led him straight to the. wide open 
« door. 

li Pausing in tin* floorway, th<.> young man shot one 
) glance mhi the living ntoni ; then clutched at the 
i wall to^ .save himself from falling, 'fhe breath 

t rushed in a long drawn nesj) through his parted 
1 lips. 

'M'.od ! he exclaimed. " Oh. my God 1 " 

I The living room, as a rule fairly neat and well-kept, 

! UMS now in a state of great disorder. Not far from* 
tthe door a chair lay on its side, some bw.ks ami 
(papers were scattered about near tlie centre 
'talile, the hanging lamp had smoked horribly, ami 
the safe door yawned wide. So much did lindsaj' 
observe in the same quick, horror-stricken glance 
Which took in the sight he had half expected and 
y«‘l ho{)ed not to see. 

rims was a huddled figure in a great arm-cha 
wniost dirtxtly across the room. The figure of £ 
liderly miut, missliapen, his gray-white hat 
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worn longer tlian most, honihly smiuiod ami dis 
coloured upon one side. His is.i e, or, iiioir pri/perlj 
speaking, the place wiiere In,, f.u e had hccn, waj! 
nothing hut a mass of pulp, not a single fe,.,-ure wa< 
distinguishable: but Lindsay knew hii;', neve;, 
thcless. It was his father, and he w.i.s dead-~ 
murdered I 



CHAPTER HI 


The door Iiad barely dosed behind randsay, w!ie 
big lorn Regan gathered xip the money un (,he cat 
table and divided it into two equal aiiioimls. ( hi 
ot^these lie placed in an envelope and Idi-k.-d up ii 
his safe, the other he thrust into the li.iud of tli, 
still half groggy gambler. 

''Kuw," h(‘ remarked quietly, as he took Coch 
Eye by the elbow and steered him toward the d.Mir 

joLi 11 get out. 'Vou skunk ! (let out an' .stay 
out I If you ever show your face in here again'. 

I 11 handle you niyself." 

After whieli, still without the least trace of 
emotion, he Hung f,acy headlong into the street and 
turned his hack upon him. i-iguratively speaking, 
he ha<! washed his hands of the whole affair. 

But the mrid(-nt rankled, and later, after he had 
clo.scd up for the night and walked to the little 
mttage on the outskirts of the town where he main- 
taineil himself, Big Tom got to tliinking, and liis 
•thoughts di.sturl>ed him. 

difference in their respective ages he 
IMta Bob LiHisay had been close friends for manv 
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years. Unmaniecl and withnut anv kin nf his 
Regan po.s*sf,ssod the paternal iii'.lna ; m a strung 
degree, and in Bob he had visiitn. ii ihc fiiliilitie: 
of those hopes which hate had deite d iiini in tljj 
flesh. In fact, in a vv.iy, he iiad .dini>-.i t,[j| 

boy, who, never eutiiely ci.np.en'.t! uiiii ni . laihcry 
a taciturn man of im>rose di; posit inn who (hoi.-g}’,}. 
of little e.xcept nunu'y and the frro --,i'i pli asujcs 
life— had heartily ntuineil his atiMtioi, it 
to Big Tom more than to any otliei tfun j ,,w« 
the education iind kmovledge of ujiht lie la 

gained, and to Regan's ertdit be it s.nd i!,,i{ 
he been on liand earlier in the evening the eij^ 
between hi.s young fiiemi ami t ot k b ve I Ml 
never have taken place at all, But he h.ul 
absent for a time, and when he inn! leiuim d it Wiil 
too late to prevent what h;u! aln-.ai> (.,,11 b.giaa 


As it was, his watchfiilm.-.ss hati am u ip.u. t i . 1 1 ragetltj; 

ISow, Kt‘gan wishetl lii.ti fo laid diijire 

more. lie wished that ht' hail fodowid he 
friend when he left the saliHui, fui h<‘ 1 . m'w tli^g 
something which he cmiUl iiut dthmi-iv n.mie 
taken hold of the hoy. llatl he, pn'ihaps. (ji!atiell 4 a 
beyond the usual limit with 111,1 divdiwiti d t.uh^ 


Regan .shook hi.s gi'i?.;;!ed la iHl m* he gut iiitn l,ste 
Reckon I U ride out an’ huik things over in tilM 
ruing, he said to himself. " Iiobswew,j#»lt « 6»|li( 
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%e sure was. I never saw him act so crazy like. 
m may have been booze partly ; he’d been <irinkin’ 
3fe>me, that’s a cinch. But I dunno. The lad ain't 
^ever shown a taste for hard liquor that I know of. 
wis dad must be mixed up in it .some place, i reckon 
•The ornery old skunk. He'd oughter know better ■ 
ae sure had. That boy's high-.strung, lik.; a nervou.s 

:oIt. It don’t pay to devil that kind continuous. 

It sure don’t." 

He yawauHl and stretched himself Inxuriou.slv. 

^ Its a funny thing,” he mused, "how jack 
jndsay ever come to have a son like Bob a-tall 
iarrin’ they’re both blonds, there ain’t no uunmer 
•fiescnU, lance between ’c-n, not a nub. flood 
loodU show in a man as well as a horse- it 
.ows in ih>b. The bo/s a thoroughbred'. But 
Ike Jack now. . . . iPm. Skimk-purepoleeaf.- 
tat s wh-d I’d call him. It’s the rnotij .strain 1 

ckon, accounts for the boy. I never saw her. 
din keokon I’d better start right early, i sure 

Kegan went to sleep then ami slept .souml until 
y ght lor he w;ns not the tyjK- to lie awake at 
Sht whatever the caase. Nevertheless, daylight 
and him .still thinking, and after he had eakm a 
y breakfast and attended to a few personal 
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A night's sleep had somewhat tctupeinl his nj 
easiness, however, and sime he w.i, j’:4 a trij 
uncertain as to his reeeptinn at li.di Muon K“ant; 
for he knew that Jackson l iteFav <n i lai! like hj 
being acutely jealous of his iuihn ta e ovf-r li( 
Regan did not hurry. It was in hi . le,*' ! tu art] 
at the ranch about noon, when, iu .m iin’„iue(‘ 
the prevailing custiun, lie wttuld be .e-Lrd to st,j 
to tlinner. Then, during the neMl. la- jndi;ei| 
he w'ould be able to si/e up the ■otii.ilnin 
seeming to do so, or a'ldng any diu t t ipiestui^ 
For like nearly all old time western iiuit Hig T^, 
never directly inteiiVieil with .moihei s priv^ 
affairs. | 

Ifc had covered only about a thini »d the »|i 
to the ranch when he received his tust surpts 
He had just reached the top of a si.rp hill i| 
paused to let his home breathe a little and to hinad 
survey tlie neighboiniiig runntiy. when lus e^i 
fell upon a moving figure siune de4,inee ott. y 
At first, of course, lie watched it casually cnou|i 
for out there on tlie borders of the range 
horsemen were not infrequent ; then all at onceai 
realised that he knew the man, AImj. from the 
the fellow avoided the regular liuui and kept^ 
lorse to the less easily travelleil laittom huidii 
vas reasonably clear that he did not r«uirt obseR 
■ion. Still, of itself, tJiis seeniitig fiutivoio ss i 
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«*iot so strange, not wlxen one considen.-d (hr iri. ntiJ v 
W the horseman and what had taken phc.t hetw.vn 
^•himself and Big Tom on the previous night. 

^ the solitary rider was Cock-Eye Bill. 

Endiic™' w cogitated, when (he gambler 

“ ™ . t7' 

outcrop. Its sure curious, it sure i.s. W'hat 

t“v';'<n 'r ■»“ «‘i» 

leil of w 'f . hoard 

te l of. an hes more likely to be .sh:epin’ than 

Tl, 'll ' r '» '-“V. 

m 1 M.ro I, Rare l„ pay H„b for .horn.,- hi,., „p. 

to™ ...do im.. i,,,,, 

idtionofh, ‘o f>'»l no in- 

'ill ! 'l, 

ns.iiy (« tl„. fa.co as „,a horscanan n 

™v „ “ 

“j" “'■'■■‘'■'I 

All ,1 irroso i„ RTOdinR. 

rionoad ,.ye, and K,.Ran tuid not hccn a, il,o rant 
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a mimite before he knew that flie te-u;t! 
not been attended to that t!i..nnni', Tlie 
stance was a little odtl. of ali.'ost ext ' 

ordinary perhaps; hut not r;. i!y ainrniiiai 
It was cai>ai.)lc of various e.\pl,iii.ti;ni: , q. 

For one thintt, thouf'h aeeoiintt d .» ’.v '.dthy laor 
Jackson Lindsay was kruovn to he ni.aardlvf 
respect to tlie running of his ranch, ih- selifnc 

empktyed adecpiate help. lie kept el.ore Iwc 

only during the busiest sea.sou. Half of the j.|)o 
he did ail such menial labour hiiu'.. if, or h ft yg] 
Bob, and lie and Bo!) lived riio' tiy alone e o-eptiorr 
such men as were absolutely tequiied to attendeh: 
the cattle on the ninge, and at this patti* tilar scaarl 
of the year tluse men were invaj iahly f.u ftom hoois 1 
Tojie sure, there was an aneierit Ind an, cafeere 
laps, who acted as cook and odd johs-tU' 11 
during the intervals between his peiio.ii, al sprcjeec] 
but Tap.s was a most amaatain (inautiU at 1*) ti 
and Regan happenetl to he aware of the f.ut tHJly 
just now he wa.s away on one of his s.-mi ann^cor 
visits to the Reservation. Still, U was odd tlicm 
Lindsay himself had not fed the stock, m that Bakti 
id not done so, if he had returned home dutis f 
e night, as tlie vj,sitnr siip^sosed. iora 

Dismounting in front of the barn. Kegan tii-rii'Wl: 
lorsfi m a .shady spot, loosened the cinch strain 
little, and walked arrw-s the dtwtv vmd toward ftui 
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kouse, closely followed by the noisy hens, who 
moked to him to supply their belated breakf.isf. 

:fc Directly in front of the house, where the ground 
iad been stamped and cut up by the luxrfs of many 
orses, Regan paused for a moment to conteinjilate 
lome tracks in the dust. He possessed a knack 
f seeing much that was usually missed by others, 
tod it looked to him now as if several shod horses— 
Iwo or three, he thought— had ti(.‘d in this 

pot since the beginning of dewfall cm (luj prtivious 
ight. file tracks were fresh and distinct, as were 
pme fly-covered heaps of dropjrings. h'or the time 
eing, of course, Big lorn did not attribute any 
pxticular significance to these signs ; it was merely 
is habit to observe closely ; but latei' on he reinem- 
pred, 

life iHweeded up the vtTanda .steps, wliicti 
peeled painting, and across the veraTida itself 
t the front door. Here he stopped an<l thought- 
reg.ud(‘d the weatherbeaten pamds for a 
eond or two before he applied his knuckles to 
pm. He was considering what excuses he; would 
ake for his visit shotild he find Bob absent and 
f father at home; although he wa.s already 
prally ei>rfain that the house was empty. 

^hen M'veral knocks brought no other response 
pn a seri(;8 of <Iull echoes he looked around un- 
gainly, rubbed his chin with Ms thumb fIJt llA 
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always did when puzzled, Sumehnu. p,. 

have told exactly why. he h.ii! i 

tinctly uneasy. The house iia.l an .ar 'hy, 

been deserted for a loiij,' time ; it n .e 

And yet, why not ? bhub.iv h,,d'ev 

riftht to home if lu- wished ii> iji, . ^ 

his own master. A man ui hr-. 1...,-,. I, .hii.,’,"' 
sehlom lie depended upon, lb- - e .sj p,. 
and asiee[) ; but it. was noon tit »w, 
faults . . . Those unfed pijp, ,tu,i , 

(.•oniiiig to a (juiek dei isimp 
knob and turned it, fie fuuud tie 
as he expected, and sfcpiped atr..-, 
into the cool and sliadowy h.ill. Mm ,- h,- had hi 
inside the house many tunes belme, h,. i.new 1 
way about, and after a hastv gi.mee . !! .iueclid 
which told him nothing, im ,mmd mo, .h^ !„ t 
room. ■ • 


i With alt 
' i.. . 5 

'S<n( Ulllirt; 

liie 


1 : 



CHAPTER IV 


For a blurred interval— he never knew Iww lun:- - 
Bob Lindsay stood still just inside the (k.unv.ty’of 
the living room, and stared. At first, <1.,/, d hy the 
sudden iind awful shock of his discov'ery, his mind, 
already upset by the events of the previous night, 
dul not function clearly; he saw unit' through a 
kind of haze, which produced a dim, v>'t d. tiuii,;. 
;>icfure of horrid intensity. It was as if Im looked 
ipon the body of the dead man from a gn eat distatice, 
tis brain was swimming in a fog, clouded ; and yet.’ 
in a way, he was keenly alert. He Jived ytsuvs in 
lirst fdw minutes. 

At k-ugtli, tins cloudiness, if it may be called such, 
began to assume the shape and suhsiaiu;e of stern 
reality. What had at first been a ghastly plnmtas- 
m.igona became now a clean-cnt horror, a <listinct 
terror, which took him by the throat and choked, 
sfdled, he wanted to cry out, to turn and run away, 

:o hide, to fly from tlie thing in the chair ; but, like 
me m the gri{> of a nightmare, h(‘ was helpless, 
ii.s tongue wtts locked within sealed lips, his limbs 
rerc powerless, as if wekled together by invi.sible 
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GradiMlIy, liowcvrr, this h *•!':;” ol' i ‘'ri! hp). 
lessnc.ss [.i.-n; tu ;i d.i*,v ivii;!,' 

that what he saw was itsil. li.* \> r),,t 

dreaming! lie w^ts aw.,ke uidi- ae .li.,,. ' 
fcnmd presi'iiih’ fh.vt in* cnald nmv*- .ilmiif and j 
the same time take in tiriaiK «fia!i h.-d a{ fjj, 
e.scap<'(! him. From the mniii.itfd am! hmidl,. 
figure of then.rp.se hi,. eye>. tia ken ! msiftlyov( 
the entire loom; Italf tmn.ii .lio-r !v he t(i(, 
dt'tailed note of its disititini eoi,.!iliou: tt-eovr’ 
turned (hairs, the open safe, ;i liit.-i ,,t i.Mttles at, 
glasses in one eonier, the various d.t.aih, whir 
were to irnpre.ss and nutfiiM- oihci-. Liter on. ^ 

When he did tiiis F.oli's fear ui,.* honor in. re,® ; 
tenfold. He knew now that vHt.if he saw u.e, rn i 
It wa.s no mere figment of Ids imaeiiutioii. n,, aft«j 
math of host night’s phantaMnata. this o .-nr lnft<s 
his eye's. It was real .genuine. .\nd lie he »i£ 
the author oi it all. I*,,,- s,» h u.e. his e. rditka 
(hen, that altlauigh he had tto moUe. ijoji of dg 
deed itstdf, the hoy aceeptrd at its fare s.diie tin 
evidence of his vision. He I'cheved that he was 
murderer— th.nt in a fondilitm akiti to ‘4e. p-w.dkutt 

he had eotne home and killed th,‘ ni.m who !,tv titw 
before him. 

Mith a shudder and a gasping intake of his Iwaitt 
t> loud in that silent liouse that lus taut ner4ui 
iniFd. he moved a Uttle farther into tlie rm 
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n™, Somewhere at 
0 bottom of li,s bemg an insistent voice bad already 

bcgfim to shout: ''Rim— nm''* c? ir * 

rst of all the mstmets, was asserting itself; but 
hp against it. After all, he wa.s no coward 

ju.t now he was too morbidly fascinat,'<l by tin’ 

was all in nil ; 

was an in all just then. 

A sunbeam, entering through the upper nan,K 

detail «: “■ 

*owal’cvciy1im‘“ml''CTea'“* '“O'- 

Srt:;."t“::’„''did'rFr"'^ 

Ju v«un ciici |3 o!> trv' to 

r'Lm™ T*"‘ 

ot..reed tain" “"“•o"'-'- » 

“■■nd, but a Zl, w had ^ '’““"o' 

Woa from "ty ^ZZ T °l 

round and looked rt i ‘“raed 

s giro Ml ^ collapsed whe- 

a fa.we fell ufjon Tom Regan. 

Hegan was not the type of man who is eas 
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startled or shocked. lu his y*njnjM’ das's Ik* Er' 
served several terms as .slu tiu. tu- ha.! r\j , rii'ncf. 
life in nearly all its j»hases, hi* kurw tia- N'ahie t 
self-control in an eiuerf'enry, atni h** Lad ■ to 
many dead men to he easily huniii- d. 1 le did n,, 
therefore, .slum- any of the tnitw.nd ; 'u ■ nf exeit i 
meat or dismay wiiieh many wmild !i,iv.- re -i^tea 
under similar circumst.uiei lu la* , 

almost as if he had heen jirep.ued i r Li . pt mstis ] 
find. lie was as calm as a M.ty inuiiun;;. 5 

Without even noddiii/' to Ituh, ui.n *.!.■■ .d in tU 
middle of the room as nmiionless as W4\. tin* kg 
man lount;ed against tiie il.Hir ca>.iiig .uni - invevst 
the spectacle before him with a f,i« e a*. d-\oi(i(o 
expre.ssion as granite. A castia! nl.a. iver of bifi 
actions, had there been one, migjit haw lieeitfca 
that he lacked .sensihility ; his calm v\.is .•.» piofuusS 
a.s to appear imnatural ; but such a d.. ea.-n wouin; 
have been as enonoon.s as it was unjust. In realititi; 
Kegan was more upset and honitied now than ntii 
before in hi.s life. He was all a i|uiver inwardl 
tense: his expressionless face maskrd .-motirfri 
which would have dutie credit to the tnost .sy» 
pathetic ; he saw* much moie than he gave aiBii 
ipearance of seeing. 

Almost without a liicker his eyes parsed over t!^ 
/ing occupant of the room to fasteti upon the defoh 
me; and just as iJoh had done he stared at tlo 
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1 corpse with almost hypnotic concentraiion. But 
E*where Bob had stared with frightened and lialf- 
t uncomprehending gaze, Regan saw now with the 
! perfect calmness and understanding of one w1h> 
'many times before had looked upon the evidence 
of murder. 

His eyes did not miss a single detail of tlie dead 
man’s appearance. His dn;,ss, hi.s posilion in t'lu‘ 
big cluiir, the horrid wound witli if.s resuilaut bioud- 
stains, the absence of any weapon with wldeh such 
a wound might have been made, all tiu-se details 
and more the big uklh took in at a glan. e. hnuu 
tlie body hi.s gazt^ travelled slowly and methodically 
over the room, aI.sorl)ing each .smalle.st item of its 
furmshmg.s, each indication of struggle, with ;i sjn-ed 
and ].er.spic,acily that might have done credit to 
:>herlock Holmes himself. And just a.s Holmes 
mght also have tlone. i^egan almo.st at once began 
:o .ccoastruct the crime which had had its culnuna- 
aon m Jackson Limlsay's death. 

The upset condition of the room luid puzzled him 
rom the very lust. It indicated, on its face, that 
. 6.ti ugg!e had taken place between the dead man 
m hss a.ssaiia,nt ; .so much was plain. But why ? 
low could Umlsay have put up a fight when the 
ositmn of hi.s body, tlie wound in his head, the 
ooc on the back of the chair, all showed clearlyl 
> Regan's mind, at least— that he had been stniclJ 
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while in the chair and tliat hi* liad m.j uiuvid aft? 
ward? To Big Tom if In-gaii l<> lunl. vnv mut 
as if the living room hud lu-m luiriM,'.. and ddibt 
ately (lisnuim.'d, and ho had nut mi up; d his p(^ 
in the doorway for nion- tli.in a h w n.nriti's hefe 
he decided that the evidfiuu; of a hand to-Iia; 
tussle was false. 

His eye.s hardened thunghffuliv .md lie rais 
a big thurnh and forehngiT to hi . ehm .e. he st] 
a shrewdly calculating g'l.inee at Boh. j 

" Sure one hell of a nic'.s, ain't if " he olmmi 
Bob swallowed convtilsively .inil nodiled. 1} 
did not speak. He just stated, K’.-gMn retunni 
his look stetidily. 

" No use gettin* exeited. Boh/' he wont on. sjiea/il 
ing almost as calmly as if spiotilaiiu); upon sotj, 
threatened cltange in the wratlH!. ■' It's gettt: 
rattled over thinp like this that gets a man fesi 
trouble sotnetimes,’’ 1 ^ 

"Trouble.” Bob's repetition of the wonl tiH 
parrot-like. Upon his chaotic mental state K'egiii, 
unexpected appearance and sttange, coinpclliio 
scnitiny had made ahnost tto impression, lie 
brain felt numb. He optnied and shitt his hatsii 
spasmodically. "Trouble," he lepeutrd ags 
tonelcssly. I nj as deep in trouble alreatiy si 
can get, Tom!” ji 

Mebbe." Hegan's tone wtw non conmiittf 
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eHis mind iiad already flashed hack to his yeum' 
ic friend's strange mental condition the previous tivciii- 
s ing, to the remark which he himself had made then, 
c-and he was wondering now if that nunark eieiki 
ihave been in any sense prophetic. 'I'hen suddenly 
r,a bright light .shone into the murk of his tlouhl.s. 
The evidence indicated that Lindsay had Ix'eu 
‘killed in cold blood"’-sliuclc down frtau belurnk 
s he thought. That wa.s enough. I le felt 1 hat it was 
not in nature for Hob to do a thing like that. <puic.k 
(as the ripph! of heat lightning in a .summer sky 
his oj es flicked a\va,y from the boy and arountl tlie 
room again. 

"Safe’s open," lie mused, "but not busted. 
(Maybe it’s been robbed, maylie not. Jack opened 
lit him.s<jlf, likely, before he was croaked. Part of 
the frame-up? Hard to say. It all took jrlacc 
Boinc time in the night, of course. He’s lieen dead 
hours. The lad's dazed about hclpU;.ss by it all 
M’ml” 

> He studied the contents of the room for a little 
^ngcr. Then he looked up at Boh again. He 
teemed to be scrutinising the -ugly bruise on tlie 
^de of the younger man’s head. 

I How d you g«‘t hurt ? " he asked abruptly. 

I " I-— I don’t rightly know, Tom." By a violent 
^ort Bob succeeded in partly shaking off the sen; 

P numbness which had held him ever since li 
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discovery. " I woke up in ni-- ..-..li 

lie explained furl her. "| dntrt l.n,,,. iunv V, 

I cai 

WMV." 1 

1 kilS 


f I,*' 


I- 1, 


‘li to tj 
•'ll matj 
'ri;en 

< 

•’i plain tri{ 

■ ’■tins (luiiii 
d lliat frf = 


there, or when 1 this r.tp ,.n fl,,. 1. 
down here and found him that i!, 
waved one hai: i toward the d.-ad m.m. 
him, I guess," he addi-d smiph'. 

"The devil yon did." K’l, 
floor and travelled from a point m-.i tiie 
chair to his own feet tmd ttaeh .-..j;,, 
glanced hehiiid liiui ttuvarel the .j,; 

" Woodstains," he was Ihnikmj;. 

Too damn {dain. if you ask nue Th 
come from }!oI>- ;i bruise don't 
Jack, now, he couldn't luive m.ide 'em either. l!,jj 
wasn’t feelin’ no w,i\s ftiemilv te,.v.nd old mb 

hist night, he sure Wicsn't. StiU . , , I !■ IPs hd'f/ 

There’s no nse fignirin’ this .av.ty. t -.i- ,,,,1 sy 
hoys no murd..ier. Nut him. nj on W 

to play square -.-always. If It,. k,!|.,i 
do It in hot hinnd an’ in s,-if .hdenee, i'!,, ,e 
no hglit here, none uhatever. ru l» t two (!.% 

dogotnt An* where’s the weujK.n^ !l ,m,’f h,.ge. 
Ign»rin.g his companion. Hegan left the hvmgn«,! 

and ascended the stairxvuy on the t,;dl of I’jt., ■ 

'Inch Bob had followed down from h,s own nani 
n hour earlier. Reaching the bedroom, thefc 
'an thouglitfully scnitmi.si.d the mussed fted »is: 
•ts blood-smeared pillow; fmaliy he Httaqs-d i*p 
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)icked up a crumpled felt hat from the floor U'^ar the 
lead of the bed. The liat was considerah!}' ci-nslied, 
ind one side of its tnoad brim wa.s a lit lie hl-.ixT 
tained. Regan put it down at last and ijeguu a 
areful search of tiie room. 

A few minute.s later he wa.s contemplating a heav.y 
aioden maul, such a.s is often n.sed by ranchmen 
5r driving sliarp<‘ned fence posts into soft ground, 
'hich ho had pulled from boueath a pile of c.ast-tjff 
bthing in the bottom of a closet. The mefal- 
ound head of this maul wa.s staiued with blood 
lat wa.s still alumst damp to th(‘ tmic.h. 

•Kegau s iron calmness almost <i(.‘s<‘rl.e(l him when 
3 made this apjiaUing discovery. Still, he Iiad 
Jen in a way pn-jiared for it. lie sat down on the 
ot of the Ixai and filled and liglited a corncob pipe, 
hich he .smokei! in hnge deep pnlY.s. I’lulcr the 
othing inllnenta; of the tobacco hi.s thought.s 
tiled and Ix-gan to take coherent .shaju' onc(“ more ; 
foic many minutes his brain was functioning as 
loollily as ever, albeit his hitherto e.\'j>res.sion- 
iS countenance now wore a slightly worried 
)k. 

He wtis still smoking and turning matters over 
<1 over in hi.s miml, striving to find a way out of 
R tangle that lay ahead, when a slight .sound and 
ihatlow falling across the floor caused him to lo- 
to see Bob standing in the dixirway. 
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“Sit Aovm, lad,” Iu( said tjuiriU'. “ If’s tic 
you got tliat cranky brain of yom;. imo work- 
order. \Ve .some fast tluiikin' to ilu between; 
You don’t know an^-thing abitui this hrin, i 
pose? ” He included the man! and the dieunb 
room in a little motion of ins h.ind. 

Boi> did not sit down; he rrinaimd mandini; 
the doorway, staihif; ;diJ!oa suii-jd:-.- at the i,- 
where it lay at his friend s feet. l',w .t iiuiniti* 
more lie wa.s silimt, 'rie !i 

“No, Toni," he shook his lead, “ I've ;dna 
told }'ou ahont all I kmav. 'I’he i..,4u » 
like tliis wlien I awoke, 'i'hat ilj.it . . 
fliat . . , ? ” ‘ i 

“ It’s the thing the joli was done with, I. .n';s life 
yes.’ Regan (h'opjied his pipe, wliiih h.id 
out, into his coat pocket. “ Yes, it '.uie is. li?; 
I found it in the closet yonder. yoKr < in i t, rji4j 
stand? ou d better come i'le.m, M>n, You c* 
trust me.” ' 

“ But r am telling you, Tom : I don’t i,Mlly ^ 
anything,” the hoy almost wept in his eiioit to^ 
convincing. ”1 wtw cra/y !a-.t night, 1 tliink.j 
must have been. It's my damn 
know—ever since I was wounded over theres 
Yance my nerves have been fri. ky ; I I 
rack at titne.s. It wus that way last tiight. | 
;orse. I— I saw things! (iwl kmms there i 
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some excuse. He— I— we quarrelled, Tom. Noth- 
ing so extraordinary about that, perhaps, but this 
time it was worse than most. I'd bciai away for 
about ten days, you know, on some business of my 
own. I came home yesterday and found liim 
irunk ; he- -he h;ul a woman here with him. 'I'luit 
started it. I'd warned him before that I wouldn't 

stand for that agiiin. Not here in the hotise, at 

my rate. I told him I'd leave home for good. 
Se .said things that drove me wild. I thoug'Iit - 
}od help me 1 I thought I'd kill him then, ’ Ihit 
: didn't. I kept my hands off somehow. I lidt 
he ranch. 

In Moondance, later — I wa.s already half-crazed, 
tell you — I got to drinking some, not much ; 
hen gambling. J wanted to forget, to die ! Any- 
hing but ronuunber that I was— I was what he'd 
lid I was, and— and laughed ! I deliberately 
icked that row with Lacy. I . . . 

But I must have be<‘n arazier, or drunker, than 
realised, Tom. I remember next to ludhing now 
F what happened after I left your place. There 
as an awful dream, I think, or maybe it was real, 
don’t know. I .seemed to be in hell ; I talked 
ith d<mions headless demon.s. Then came dark- 
ss a blank. I woke up in my own bed here ai 
►ur or two ago with this cut on my head and th- 
d and room all bloody, and I found him when .. 
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came down. I~I suj'post* 1 iiiii-. ! icturn(j 

in tlic night and killed him. iiut 1 leimiul’j 

doing it." 1 

"I know.” I get yu, I’mIi.” l.'t mu nndtjy 
slowly, and regarded llie youiiL'er in.iii with .sw* 
pathy in his eyes. He eotiid gucM-. > 
the sordid delads tit which I'.oh h.ui ti,. : liiiitn.j 

he saw that tlie boy wa.s nu the hi in'. m| 4 , iHapseatj^ 
he forbore from asldtig iterdlf.*; .pu '-Kic:-.. It \f 
eTiongli for him just imw t.i kimu that friir 
believed tliat he w,is a nuiidi icr. Hu,, id;,- 
this sticking to wind In- bilievc] t(. !„• ii,(. tnitj; 
regardle.ss of euMSoqiient c.s, He w.i. slmr.}! 
nervon.s, inclined to !«• inorbiii ;iiid m.ita ,d tiiiif' 
lirave in the ftiee of sudden il.ingci , 0 , h:;', w.ii 
and other occasions tiltesfed, but wic.ttiv ajf 
suffering now from the .utciin.dli of ■•boli sluKJa 
He must be stived somehow, in sfute nt hnusc!f,(j| 
Knsing to his feet, Regtin l.iid a luj; h.iiid 011 ijv 
jmung friend's shoulder and gi-idlv -Im.-k !iun. jj 
"Take a brace, hid,” he nifgd, loiittie ;i l%i 
hetirtiness which he did not ;Utoncib> t ir, ! iiit.dfoi 
voice. Hells bells! Asn t ! line to m-,- ih.ttyiiii 
get a stiuare detd ? You're no nuud. lei . l,et tkii 
sink good an’ deitp insiik; yom skntl, WV'll i|| 
bout the rest of it later. Tliere w.i.s .t woman hfa 
St night-yesiterday- you ssiid. \\ bo was sh4r: 
"The same one™ the one he’ii bi«n so thf,| 
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for the past: couple of months, Tom. That 
^lall brtmotte from town: Kale SturAps. Ihit 1 
:an’t believe that she had anytliing to do with 

‘ “ Mebh(‘ not. Ihit Kate Stinpss is no chirki n, 
^ad. She's :i \'i,\t(n sometimes when the booze gi ts 
her. Ihit i'll looi; into her case iuter. Kuw yon 
hsten to me. h'oii’rt! goin’ away from here.” 

■ ” Going away-nu' ? ” Rob Io<»ked „»> quickly. 

: '' Yes, you." !G‘gan led him to a chair and made 
lim sit down <.n it. You're goiir across ihe range 
■0 visit with Dave Kent for a .spell, while I ligu’re 
mt the inwar, iness of thi.s here job. You're iiuK icent, 
know that. Rut with the evidence framed like 
t is, to say nothin’ of your own dam’foq| notions 
f.tellin' the iniilt regardl<>ss. the folks in ,\luon- 
aiK <‘ not kill, V if, g you like 1 do . uiight think 
ifiereiit. \ our dad never hail so many friends 
vin’, if we leave out Mill Lacy an’ a few niorif like 
im, but <lead lu: s liable tiv discover a heap, an' 
inie of ’em might turn na.sty. I don’t aim to see 
an lynched, lad. The liar K ain't very far off, 

It it's across the line in Montana, an’ you can lie 
lik't them until >>ou get yourself organised some, 

J the r<‘al murderer turns up. I've got a hunch 
*rc’s more to thi.s thing than show.s up on the 
jrfacc, an there's no use takin' chances. Savvy ? 

3Boh no<lded a trifle uncertainly. “ I think so 
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he said. "I hear what you say, of oiturse; ' 
I don't like the idea of runniuj; nut In- !.:i 
“ Neither do I. But it’.s the oiilv vvat. . Lui. J 
take it from me that it’s iiecess.n y an' l.'t i( jfj, 
that. You can come h.'irk as stittu a-, we j 
straightened out a bit. Now you tell iiic in du 
every damn tiling you know of your daii's affi| 
that might have a hearin’ on this hu-.infss^ S 
ain’t got any time to waste, i w.tnl to fairy j 
news of what’s hap[)ened to town as soon’s I c? 
an’ you must be uuta the way heiuu- ih.it.” 



CHAPTER V 

{KE many well-formed intentions, however, Regan’s 
^n 0 ^ ht-ing the first to carry the nows of tlie 
sirder to Moondance was never canded out. By 
^ time tliat he liad finished his talk with Bob 
id started him off on his ride to the Bar K it was 
id'aftcmoon, and he had prixieeded less than 
nile on his return journey when he noticed a grow- 
j cloud of dust some distance ahead, which, as 
watched it, soon dissolved into two fajjHrnding 
rseraen. ” 

Pig Tom smiled a little grimly to himself when he 
.ognised the county Sheriff, Luke Flint, and, of 
men in the world, Cock-Eye Bill Lacy. He 
essed at once that they were headed for the scene 
the tragedy, and he felt that he understood now, 
part at Iea.st, why the tinhorn had so openly 
Mded him that morning. At the time, as has 
jady been mentioned, he had attributed this to 
not unnatural aftermath of last night’s fracas ; 
now he felt sure that Lacy had been carrying 
news of the murder to Moondance. And in thr 
3 of a certain theory which he had already begui 
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to piece together this conclusion was not entin 
disheartening. 

Regan stopped his horse in the middle of the dis 
road and waited for the two men to approach. 

" 'Lo, Luke,” he grunted, in response to t 
Sheriff’s greeting — he and Cock-Itye ignoj'ed ea 
other entirely. “I was just settin’ out to fmdyi 
You’ve heard the news, I reckon ? It sur| loo 
like it.” He ran an appraising eye over tlie pantii 
sweat-stained horses, which the two men had pul 
to a halt. 

I reckon,” Sheriff Flint answered. “ Bil], be \ 
says tliat Jack Lindsay’s dead— murdered, he thin 
—an’ I figured I’d better take a look at thii||; 
I didnJjj^ave any idee you was here ahead of® 
Tom.” T 

Regan smiled to himself. The oHiccr’s thii 
veiled hint that explanations were in order was i a 
lost upon him, but he chose to regard it in his o j 
way. He knew perfectly well that Flint did is 
as yet suspect him of having anything to conci ^ 
but he knew also that the friendship existing 
tween himself and Bob was common knowled i 
Furthermore, he did not for an instant doubt tl ( 
Cock-Eye had seen him when they passed each oil i 
that morning and guessed where he was boui 
circumstance which must have been mentioi h 
the Sheriff. He permitted no inkling- nt h 
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houghts to show itself upon his face, however; 
le had played too much poker to underrate the 
-alue of keeping the otlier fellow guessing. His 
hief concern at the moment was to find out what 
'lint knew without in any way committing him- 

3 lf. 

i ‘ I felt like takin’ a ride this mornin','' he ex- 
lained, with an appearance of easy frankness, 
so I tiiouglit I'd drift out an' see how Bob was 
ettin on. I passed Bill on his way to town some 
Durs ago. Bob acted sick last night, kind of. You 
oticed it, I reckon, Bill ? ” 

For the first . time since their meeting Regan 
trned his shiewd unreadable eyes squarely upon 
le tinhorn, smiling inwardly when he i|||led the 
rollon jaw which tire latter carried as a memento 
j.last night’s clash. He guessed that the Sheriff 
ust aheady have heard of what had taken place, 

,d in his own subtle way he was beginning to 
scount whatever version Cock-Eye might have 
ron of that encounter. 

The ruse worked. Lacy flushed and bit his lip, 
ile Sheriff Flint openly chuckled. Being a man,' 
enjoyed the thrust, he could appreciate its subtle 
mour, if not its entire significance, but he was a 
ice-ofilcer, and he felt that the responsibilities 
tus office must be maintained. His face sobered 
uptly. 
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" Bob ain’t home, is 

he i 

’ ” he c.-i 

usually inqiil 

looking at Regan. 



" No,” Big Tom shook his lit ad. 

" .lack's pill 

alone, an’ as dead a 



LS 

^^':ushingi 

Bill’s right that far ; 

he 

is. 

l.ilofwise, 1 

here to say it's murde 

r. I 

,nkt\ I 

1* 'liked aroj 

some before I set out 

to 

litiiif y< 

in." I 


" Any clues ? ” 

" Some. But nothin' conchisivc. The evidfi 
such as it is, looks to im* lilce it nu,«tht l.u- frmiK 
Regan replied, dctcrniinod lu*! to coinmit lum 
until Flint had exainined the lueiiiises and voi 
his own opinion. He did not nus.s an ah 
imperceptible lifting of i,ucy’s esadirows. 

ShenH Flint, however, did not up|»car to d 
the signal— if it was a .signal. He ruiainatcdi 
an instant. Then : — 

“Reckon we’d better drift,” he rsmiarked, j 
touclied his horse with the sinirs. 

At the ranch the three dismounted and tiedti 
horses in silence; each occupied with his ( 
thoughts. Then Regan led the w;iy into the lii 
room, where he pulled aside the blanket with wi 
he had covered the corpse ju.st Inditre he h-ft. 

“ Seemed more decent to cover hitu, ” he explaii 
Sheriff Flint nodded, but safd nothing. I 
fan under ordinary circunsstances, he wa.s hia 
nan of few words, and he stood silent now. W 
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down at the dead man with gaze as inscrutable as 
Regan’s own. He was a tall man, was Flint, as 
tall as Big Tom, but not so massive ; lean, with a 
smooth shaven face that was tanned to the appear- 
ance of saddle leather, and a tliin-lipj)ed mouth which 
worked constantly upon a quid of tobacco. The 
man’s most notict^;d)le feature was a pdr of steel- 
blue eyes that liiul a trick of becoming glassy and 
lifeless whenever their owntsr lost lumst'If in thought. 
An expressicju which .somehow tended to produce an 
air of indiff(wcne,o, wliereas, in reality, it denoted 
the most acute interest. 

The Sheriff's were glassy now as lie stood just 
inside the door of the living room, his legs slightly 
spread and his thumbs Iiooked into his be^, studying 
the dead man and the room in which L lay. A 
little to his left, Cock-Eye fingered his hat, which 
he had removed in the presence of the dead, darting 
furtive glances from his crooked eyes in all directions; 
while Regan missed nothing of what went on from 
a position near the centre table. 

^ No words were spoken during the several minutes 
sheriff Flint recpiired to make his examination, 
it last. 

“ It’s murder, all right,” the Sheriff pronounced, 
ioming suddenly to life and producing a plug of 
tery black tobacco, from which, after he had cleared 
^ mouth of the remains of a former quid, he bit, 
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off a liberal chunk. " Murder and robbery, looltj 
like to me. Eh, Tom ? " 

Regan nodded. 

" I wouldn’t wonder, but I ain’t so sure ahouf 
the robbery part, Luke. The safe’s not busted any, 
an’ we can’t say yet for sure if anything has beei 
stolen. Bob can check up an’ tell you that, 
reckon. He’d know what was in it, likt;ly.” 

“ Mebbe.” Sheriff Flint’s tone seemed a trii| 
dry, as he settled his quid in his cheek. He llashelj 
a quick look at Regan, then cleared his throat witf 
a harsh rasping sound. 

" Don’t it strike you funny, Tom, that Jad' 
Lindsay should be snuffed out this away, and liii 
that — ^with a post-maul ? " He glanced down * 
the maul, which Regan had thought best to biii| 
downstairs and deposit on the floor near the bodjj 
“ Sure it does. But then, murder's most gensf 
ally odd, Luke. It’d hardly ever happen othal 
wise.” 

" Cert’nly not. I wasn’t mean’n that e.'cactiy 
Tom. I was thinkin’ back to what happened t 
your place last night. I heard of it this morniiil 
There’s several besides Bill here who say that B® 
was kind of — ^well, loco yesterday, an' some sal 
he’s iDeen heard to threaten his dad more’n a fe| 
'tely. Now, if he’d come home drunk or som 
ing, he might have done this, now miglitn't li| 
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It don t just look like a ^?'e-meditated job to me, 
Tom. That maul ain’t exactly the thing a man 
^ would choose for a killin’ weapon if he picked it out 
deliberate, but if it was a-layin’ handy he might 
grab It up m sudden anger, or to defend himself 
with. Likewise, when a man’s drunk, or sick 
he does queer things sometimes. This room sure 
looks like there d been considerable of a tussle. 
Under the circumstances, as we know 'em ain't it 

pssible or even likely, that Bob an’ Jack locked 
horns ? ’ 


grudgingly 

admitted , but not anyways likely, Luke ; not 
to my notion. I get your point, of course, but you 
dont know Bob like I do. Drunk or sober-an’ 
he wan’t drunk last night-that boy never murdered 
anybody, least of all his own dad. It’s true, I 
know, that the pair of ’em didn’t team very well. 
But murder? Hell’s bells! Besides, you figure 
tile evidence different than I do. There wasn’t a 
fight here. The room's just been framed to look 
that away, is all. If you’U look close you’U see that 
Jack was killed right there where he sits. He sure 

ivas. An’ he never moved after he was struck 
leither." 


Mebbe. But that don’t prove Bob innocent, 
oes it ? " was the Sheriff’s swift retort. " You 
nustn't let friendship blind you, Tom. I hop^ 
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you’re right, at that. Und<‘rstand m 
tryiii’ to hang tliis job on Ilob ; you ! 
but it’s my business to sift things. Bill 
Bob in the neighl)ovirhood oarly to-day, 
that he got his horse from the livery b 
town about midnight. lie was seen, 
would he go at that time o’ m| 
home ? ” 

Regan remained outwardly serene 
setback to his hope of immediat<‘iy freeiri 
friend from susiucion. His self-control 
against all such blows ; but he wincfi 
at the indication tliat blint had alrcad 
build up a case against the dead man 
had hoped for tolerance, at least, but h( 
what practically amounted to o]>en hosi 
" Well, what of it ? ” he argued. 
Bob did come home. 1 )oe.s tliat prove 
Luke ? He might have gone again 
killin’, or he might have d<Jiie a half a di 
As for what Cock-ICye say.s : Hell’s ' 
man’s a natural born liar an' a crook to 
an’ he’s got dam good rt;ason to hate 
caught him cheatin' at cards last night a 
np. Surely you ain’t takin' Cock-lilye’s 
rious matter like this, Luke. An' an; 
s Cock-Eye doin’ out here early tj 
ownself, huh? Seems to me the: 
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one explanation to be had before the vote’s polled 
an’ counted in this case." 

The Sheriff was just opening his mouth to reply 
when Lacy interrupted him. 

" I’ve already told my story," the tinhorn burst 
out heatedly, " an’ I’m tellin' you now, Tom Regan 
that I won’t stand here to be insulted by you or no 
man. I saw Eob this momin’, I did ; it’s a fact 
Be was just _c..uterin’ that clump of cottonwoods 
icross the crick when I come up over tlie sand 
idge. Of course, he was a good piece off, but I'd 
mow the swing of that bay pacer of his two mile 
.way. He acted like he wasn’t huntin’ no publicity. 
00 ; he sure <licL 

'' Me, I came here this momin’ to see Jack Lindsay 
had business with him. It was Jack hired me 
J stack the cards on Bob so’s to get him in wrong 
ti make him quit gamblin', which same he’s been 
Mn’ too much lately accordin' to his dad’s notion, 
ou see, I wasn’t so doggone crooked as you figured 
St night, Regan. 1 had reasons for the play I 

' ? Yes, I see. I sure do I " Regan’s 

>ice was heavy with sarcastic contempt. " You 
re had reasons, you skunk, a-plenty of ’em 
pccially now that the only man who could contra- 
ct you is dead. It’s funny you never thought tr 
sntion some of tliese same reasons last night." 
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" It ain't neithex. It’s no such of a thing, 
promised Jack — I was to be paid for keeping quie 
an' there wasn't time anyiiow. I don’t play crool 
cards, Regan. Not regular.” 

” You’re dam tootin’ you don’t, not in my plac 
Big Tom retorted, inwardly a little disturbed 
Lacy’s ready account of his actions, which stn 
the big man as being too extraordinary to be entii 
fictitious. Still, he knew that the gambler 1 
or was at least mistaken, when he said that he 1 
seen Bob that morning. 

" But there's no use to argue,” he went on, 
a calmer tone. “ Bill’s right about one thi 
Luke. He had to be. A man can't lie every ti 
he speaks. Bob was not himself last night, i 
sure wasn't. I never saw him when lie appea 
to feel so ornery. But that don't mean for si 
that he done murder. Not by a long jump it don 
Me, I figure somebody’s taken advantage of: 
condition to try to frame this killin' on him. E 
done a pretty good job too, too darngood. Thei 
bloodstains all over the house — on Jiob’s bed 
stairs, an' all. Looks like there's been a fight 
Bob was hurt, you’ll say. Right. But it’s 
"'lain. It ain’t natural. Besides . . 

Regan paused impressively for an instant ; t 
went on : — 

“ The evidence — the true evidence, Luke— sti 
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that Jack was killed right there where he is. He 
■never moved after he was hit ; he couldn’t have • 
ian’ from the position he's in it don't look like he was 
movin' just before he was hit either. It's more 
likely he was asleep, or just helpless drunk. There- 
fore, it ain’t likely he took part in any scrimmage. 
There s no call for the room to be wrecked this away 
ptall. It ain't natural. I tell you Luke, it’s ail 

p frame-up to put Bob in bad an’ cover the real 
murderer’s trail. It sure is." 

" Mebbe so ; mebbe you're right, Tom," Sheriff 
Flint voucLsafcd. " That’s for the court to settle— 
not us.” He shifted his quid and spat accurately 
into the fireplace. " There’s evidence upstairs 
Fousay. H’m. Let’s take a look around. Time 
mough to argue later on.” 



€rL\pTi-:R VI 


In the herlntom whith had ulroady examii 

and which now, cxcfpt fur the [lust-maul and 
bloodstained hat ^Ihth had \uaii ihe hitter ^t| 
he rodi* away), was exactly as iiii' IViu had foi 
it, Sheiitf I'lijil looked aioiiiul with tlie ])ainstali 
care of a man who realisi d to tlu* full the import! 
of tlioronghness. Since the hat and the rnanli 
not there there was nothiiu; in the room to diret 
implicate its owner, except , of course, the bloodsta 
but in the mind of any unprejudiced observer tl 
latter were damaging enough. However, both! 
Sheriff and Lacy reiraimal from comment. E 
preserved a wooden, and- am the Slieriff’s i)ait 
least- an ominous silence riuring the period of 
examination ; but Regan did not miss tlu; knoti 
glance or tw'o which flashed between the pair,| 
he drew his own conclusions. 

Standing near tire doorway, outwardly aboul 
expressionless and devoid of emotion a,s the i 
beliind him, the big man followed Flint unceasii 
with his eyes as the latter pried into every nook 
comer of the room. He saw the Sheriff test ’i 

.!50 
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his finger several of the larger blood spots, evidently 
in an effort to determine their freshness ; watched 
him overhaul the contents of the closet, wondering 
meanwhile what the officer would say were he in- 
formed that the maul had recently been hidden 
there, and came to a sudden resolution, 

“ The man who done this, whoever he is, was 
pretty well acquainted hereabouts, seems hke,” he 
observed. Jack Lindsay didn’t have so many 
visitors here at the ranch. That ought to help some 
to narrow dovm the search.” 

" Dh-huh I ” The Sheriff grunted non-commit- 
tally. Cock-Eye looked up quickly. 

" It’s just one more count agin Bob, I’U say ” 
be volunteered. “ This don’t look like a frame-up 
to me.” ^ 

I "I wasn’t askin’ your opinion. Bill,” Regan 
etorted gruffly. ” If l was I might suggest that 
^ou know the house pretty near as well as Bob 
n that you knew that Bob was actin’ queer last 
aght. You’d better keep your tongue in your 
heek. You sure had.” 

Sheriff Flint paid no attention to this by-play, 
atisfied at last that he had exhausted the possibili- 
es of the bedroom, he foUowed with his eyes the 
ail of bloodspots which extended across the painted 
3or and out into the haU. Hands thrust deep. 
|o his pockets, shoulders sagging, lips moving 
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mechanically upon his quid, he conttnnplated tha 


for several minutes, wliat time Regan would ha? 


given much to read his thoughts. Suddenly tl. 
Sheriff lounged out into the hall and crossed iti. 


the room opposite, into which he peered. Findiij 
this room empty of everything except its custom®, 
himiture, he backed out and moved along the k- 


to the next. 


Regan and Lacy followed him i<lly, as men 
imder such circumstances. Neither they, nor tl|s 
Sheriff himself, for that matter, expected that anl 
thing important or unusual would be di.scoverei 
but the tragedy had filled them all with a sense 
expectancy, and it was part of flint's usual rontt 
to thus begin his investigations. As it happen4 
Regan had not previously more than glanced iiL 
any of the rooms with the excejition of Bobi 
having been too deeply occupied witli other matteiLj 
In fact he had not opened the door of the clos£ 
room at all, but had simply taken it for grantp 
that it concealed nothing of e.special interest. 
like the Sheriff, it was not his duty to make a formp 
and in some measure perfunctory, search of fe 
premises, and he tagged along now merely bec£ 
the others went. |g 

Like the first, the second of the three bedroefc 
nroved to be empty and undisturbed in any » ; 

liar ; in fact, from their appearance it was pip 
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Eat these rooms were seldom, if ever, occupied, 
rhe third, located at the end of the hall, and opposite 
he head of the stairs, was Jack.son Lindsay's own 
partment, a large comer room in the front of the 
lOuse. When Sheriff Flint pushed the unlocked 
;oor of this room open and stepped inside he started 
srkUy and stopped short in his stride, as a man 
Imost invariably will when greatly shocked. Close 
ehind him, Regan and Lacy peered over hi.s 
loulders , then they also froze as motionless as 
ronze. 

As has been said, the room was commodious. I t 
as furnished with a high, old-fashioned dresser, 
ro chairs, a chest of drawers, a smaU table, littered 
ith cigar ends and ;m empty glass or two, and a 
de bed of some dark wood. The floor was partly 
vered witli Indian blankets in place of rugs, the 
istered walls were splotched and dingy from time 
d lack of care. At the moment of their entrance 
! shades of the two windows were partly drawn, 
that only a dim twilight prevailed, but even so 
ire was light enough for the three men to dis- 
ctly see the ghastly figure which lay on its back 
OSS the top of the disordered bed. A stiU, stark 
ire that looked up at the dingy ceiling with wide 
?tii unseeing eyes*— th6 dccid body of a womstn ! 
for a considerable interval thereafter— not on* 

1^ three men wa^ aware of the passing of time-— 
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one might have heard a fly crawl in that roon 
Nobody moved, nobody said anything, even tl 
rhythmic, mechanical action of the Sheriff's slow!' 
masticating jaws ceased abrnptly, as if the sight i 
saw had paralysed his facial mnscles. 

To some slight extent, perhaps, less startled that 
the others— for, though he had supposed her Iobj 
since gone, he had at least some ])revious knowledgi 
of this woman’s presence at the ranch — Regan wai 
tlie first to recover his self-conntiand. He tooki 
short step or two forward and peered down at th 
body on the bed. 

She lay almost flat on her back, fully clothed ini 
thin, short skirted, low necked dres.s of some ra 
stuff, which contrasted strangely with the challi. 
white pallor of her skin and the blue- black of ha 
disordered hair. One hand lay clenched acres 
her body, the other was flung out at arm's lengtlj 
her legs were drawn up beneath her in a convulsiv 
knot, so that, even before one looked closely at hu 
face, one saw plainly that she had died hard, alba ? 
there was no blood or other evidence of violena [ 
But it was the woman's face that held the gazeo ' 
Tom Regan and his two companions. i 

That the face had once been pretty in a bold, rathe s 
defiant way there was no doubt, for even now i 
leath the moulding of its features was symmetria 

d almost fine • but something other than deal >1 
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[ robbed it of the thing that is every woman’s 
■hright. It was the face of a woman of not more 
n thirty, though it looked years older now, dull 
te save for splotches of rouge on the cheeks, the 
1 lips drawn back over the bluish gums in a 
rid snarl. And from this painted, death-stamped 
sk the wide open sea-blue eyes protruded, like 
rbles stuck in a lump of wax. 
t was not a pretty sight. Even those rough 
1, all of whom had been more or less familiar 
h its appearance in life and who had seen death 
many forms, were a little appalled by it. It 
ced dignity, somehow ; the dignity which death 
jften brings out even in the lowest. And in her 
, poor plaything, this woman had sunk low. She 
I tasted of the dregs ; they all knew that ; even 
,er burnt-out complexion and tawdry finery did 
proclaim that fact in death more plainly even 
n in life. It did not require those broad blue 
ts of clutching finger marks on her neck and 
jat to convince any one that she had been 
rdered. 

It’s Katie Sturgis, Luke,” Regan turned to 
Sheriff, and when he spoke his deep voice 
1 strangely hushed. " I'd heard that she — that 
y'd been pretty friendly lately. But I’d never 
'e guessed . . .” 

teit nodded absently. He was still a trifle 
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dazed, it seemed. Then all at once he shook hi 
self together and his lean jaws resumed automatic 
the movement which seemed their chief occupati 
in life. 

“ Katie Sturgis,” he repeated. “ ‘ High-Li 
Kate^-well, I'U be damned ! ” 

“ Yes, it’s Kate all right,” Cock-Eye also fot 
his tongue. " God ! She sure died hard, lo; 
She sure did. She cashed just like she lived. | 
— floozie ! ” 

Turning with the light agility of a cat, for alll 
bulk, Regan fastened his suddenly blazing ej 
upon the tinhorn. 

" Shut up ! ” he grated. “ She was that— | 
We all know it. But she was a woman first 
ain’t for the likes of you to tlxrow dirt at her— no 
Savvy ? ” 

Cock-Eye subsided instantly. He made 
audible reply, but he flushed and moved a I 
to one side so tliat Sheriff Flint’s lean figure! 
interposed between himself and the big man. Fd 
then onward, what time they were all in the ta 
together, he took Big Tom’s advice literally. I 
kept stiU. 

Sheriff Flint had no eyes for either of his co 
panions. He was examining those ugly welts 
the dead woman’s throat. From them I 
glassy eyes roved slowly over the disordi 
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pd and around the room. Finally he looked at 
iegan. 

, “ She was strangled, Tom,” he declared. There’s 
o other hurt, so far’s I can see. Some time last 
ight, I reckon. She’s cold, an’ stiff as a plank, 
t seems Jack ain’t the only one. It happened 
^ht here on the bed, from the looks of tilings, 
f’m ! ” He turned to .stare at the corpse again, 
^ chewing tobacco as mechanically as a cow chews 
^ cud ; but it was plain that he was more disturbed 
pw than he had been even when he first laid eyes 
p, Lindsay’s remains. 

Regan nodded, and stooped to disengage the 
p.d woman’s clenched fingers. It was not easy, 
he pointed nails had dug deep into the soft flesh 
ithe palm, and for a moment, despite his strength 
“for he did his best to be gentle — tlie big man found 
itask of it. Then he succeeded. The stiffened 
Igers were partly straightened out, revealing 
pod-smeared nails and something else. The latter 
|s a tiny wisp of dun-gray hair which Regan picked 
> carefully. For a moment both he and the 
|eriff eyed it closely. Then they looked at each 
her in silence. 

p It was Jack, Tom : he must have done this,” 
Flint said slowly, after a little. " That looks 
^ his hair ; it’s pretty plain evidence. Th 
ist have quarrelled, or something, an' Ja 
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croaked her before he got his. That’s logical, no 
ain’t it ? ” 

“ Loolcs that way, Lnke,” Regan admitted ; gji 
in his voice there was a certain relief. " It sij 
does. That’s Jack’s hair, all right. We can proi 
it for sure, maybe, by these marks on her throa! 
His fingers ought to match up with ’em if he choke 
her. But who killed him ? That’s what’s botherii 
me. Seems to me this helps to throw the seen 
away from Bob — it sure does. Looks like so® 
friend of Kate’s might have been mixed up in | 
accordin’ to my notion.” 

“ Uh-huh ! ” The Sheriff rubbed his ear thougli| 
fully, “ I dunno, Tom, I dunno. No use travelli] 
too fast until we know we’re on a straight roal 
It’s gettin’ late. I’ve got to go back to town J 
tend to a few things ; tlien I’ll be back out M 
with the Coroner. You’d better stay maybe a 
I come. You can consider yourself sworn in asi| 
deputy for to-night, anyhow,” 



CHAPTER VII 

[T was dusk by the time Sheriff Flint and Lacy gt 
iway on their ride to Moondance, and Regan 
irst act alter tluy had gone was to feed the live 
^ock and attend to otlier necessary chores abou 
he place. I hen lie built a fire in the kitchen stov 
pd cooked himself some supper. Since lie did no 
|£pect the Sheriff to return with the Coroner befor 
^rly morning, he could count on several hours o 
pintennjited study and investigation of the pre 
uses, and the ojiport unity was just what he wanted 
8 he ate his sujiper his mind was bu.sy planning 
id trying to work out an answer to what promisee 

> be about the knottiest problem he had evei 
ckled. 

From the very first he had realised that his task 
ast prove exceedingly difficult, the more so because 
a large extent he must work alone and in secret. 
[Criff Hint had already made it evident that he 
Spected Bob of being at least implicated in his 
ffier's death, and knowing the Sheriff, Regan 
Ijssed that the official investigation, in tlie begin- 
H at any rate, would be confined chiefly to tracing 
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the missing youth. In other words, as Big Toi 
saw it, Flint would probably ignore everythin 
except the obvious, he was like that, he lacke 
imagination, but once started, as he had often provd 
he was a veritable bulldog for tenacity, and he hai 
enough of the bloodhound in lus composition ti 
make him an adept at trail following. 

Still, Regan was not particularly worried ove 
the probability of his young friend’s apprehension 
He had considered all that in the beginning, ai 
it had been no part of his plan to make the b(^ 
seem guiltier than he already was by a complet 
disappearance. On the contrary, he was fii) 
aware that eventually Bob must return to deal 
himself of the charge which probably would sooi 
be made against him ; but in the meantime mini 
might happen. Being in another state, the Bari 
Ranch, where Bob had gone, was beyond juiis 
diction of the local authorities, and even if he wa 
arrested there the suspected man could not | 
brought back without formal extradition, and i 
this would take time. Plenty of time, or so Rega 
had hoped, for the discovery of evidence whit 
would prove the case against the boy to be tl 
deliberate fabrication his friend believed it to 1* 
By now, however. Big Tom realised that the mysta 
as more complex than he had thought at firs 
le discoveries which had been made since Bol 
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fiparture had introduced a new and unforeseen 
omplication, and, although he was still confident 
f being ultimately successful, Regan had begun 
j anticipate a long-drawn out-chase. 

The unexpected discovery of the woman’s body 
ad added an entiiely new angle to a problem that 
as already ba filing in many ways. Not that it 
id increased the mass of circumstantial evidence 
fainst Boh -for, as lie had already remarked to 
int, Regan felt tiiat. if anytliing, it was an argu- 
ent in the l>oy s favour, but certainly it had 
idened the (u-ld in whicli they must search. That 
atted wisp of hair in tlie dead woman’s fingers 
ts faiily conclusive proof that .she had engaged 
a struggle with tlie dead ranchman ; and knowing 
;m both, especially the latter, when under the 
luence of li(|uor— for tliat they had been drinking 
gathered ejisily from the bottles and glasses in 
! living room, as well as what Bob had told Iiim— 
gan did not doubt that the woman had been 
ingled by Lirulsay himself. But who had killed 
■dsay ? Had there been a third party present 
ing the former crime and had this person after- 

•d taken summary? vengeance upon the murderer 
!iad . . .? 

Wien he reached this point in his reflections 
Tom shook his head. For the present, at 
vthe answer was beyond him. He had a va. 
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theory, perhaps, several of them, but that was a 
For one thing, after a careful examination of tl 
partially emptied glasses, he had almost decidi 
that at least three different people had recent 
used them. And then there was something else, 
Those horse tracks at the liitching rack in fra 
of the house. Had they any direct connection wt 
the tragedy ? In spite of the fact that he had ik 
seen fit to caU Sheriff Flint’s attention to them,( 
that the officer had not noticed them himsel 
Regan rather thought that they had. To him tin 
seemed to prove that Bob had not been the oil 
arrival at Half Moon Ranch during the night. Tn 
others had come and gone again. Who were they 
Kate Sturgis and Bill Lacy perhaps, that was oi 
solution. But Bob had said that the woman Ini 
been in the house in the afternoon, and the trad 
had been made since the beginning of dewfall, i 
not much earlier than the previous midnigl 
Furthermore, if Kate had ridden to the ran 
recently — and the clothing she wore did not ii 
dicate this— what had become of her horse ? 
it had been there at all it had disappeared befo 
Regan’s advent. And last, but by no means leas 
what had become of the bay pacer which Bob li) 
ridden home from town ? It had not been at tl 
ranch when they had looked for it that aftemoo 
Horse, saddle, and bridle — all had disappean 
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Had they gone by means of the same mysterious 
agency which had transported their unconscious 
.owner to his bedroom, or was the saddled horse 
merely wandering somewhere at large ? At any 
rate, Bob had been obliged to equip himself with 
a new outlit from the bam and corral before he 
started for the Bar K. 


In partial answer to all this Regan wns not Ioiif 
in concluding that Bob had been as,saulted by 
some one-witness the bruise on Ws head, which 
.would also account for his unconsciousness and 
loss of memory-and that this imknoivn person 
.who may have been the murderer, had stolen the 
porse and its equipment. 


^To fmther .substantiate this theory there was 
Cocc-Eyc s story of the horseman he had glimpsed 
that morning, whom he had taken for Bob. For 
nuch as he disliked and distrusted the tinhorn 
Reg^ wa.s forced to admit that he might have told 
he truth here, although since Bob had been in bed 
^d uncomscions at the time, the yarn had looked 
lecidedlj^ fishy. Now. however, it seemed barely 
ossi e that I.acy had seen the real murderer in 
le very act of making his getaway. That is, of 
>urse, on the assumption that the whole story 
as not a pure fabrication of Lacy’s own. For 
egan was by no means overlooking the possibiUty 
e gambler might be the murderer himself. 
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Considering all these details and several others 
of perhaps less intrinsic value, Regan made a final 
round of the bam and corrals and turned back 
again toward the house. By then it was full dark, 
that soft velvety darkness of the Big Horn, country 
in late August, and even in his preoccupation, 
Regan was for a moment struck by the incon- 
gruities of life ! the evening hush was fallen upon 
a world as placid and empty of disturbing influence 
as it must have been long before the advent of man. 
Except for his own horse munching contentedly 
in the bam, a colt or two in the corral, the pigs 
squealing and jostling each other at their trough, 
and the long-drawn-out bawling of a steer some- 
where in the pastures, there was no sign of animal 
existence. But in the house scarce a stone’s throw 
away a man and a woman lay stiff and stark, the 
victims of brutal violence. 

Back in the living room once more. Big Tom 
frowned thoughtfully as he loaded his corncob and 
stared by the light of the newly filled lamp at the 
shrouded body of the ranchman. 

“ It’s too bad, Lindsay,” he said aloud, his dee| 
voice sounding strangely harsh in ttie empty house, 
“ It sure is. Of course, I can’t say I pity you muct 
you lived mean always, an’ if the evidence don't 
you went out with a dirty murder on your soul; 
a had it cornin’ to you ; but it’s too bad yoe 
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couldn’t have cashed in without smirchin’ that 
toe young eon o! yours. But maybe he's not your 
son a-tall. I dunno. IVe heard rumours, an’ I 
never could see any likeness much. But thatn 
as may be. You’ve cashed an’ left a heap of trouble 
an mystery behind you. an’ I guess it’s up me 

to sort .t out. I’ve got to clear Bob somehow. 

[ sure have/ 


For the remainder of the evening until bedtime 
Ugsn spent the hours making as thorough and 
lomplete an exainmatum of Uie ranch house as was 
^ any po-ssihie. It was late by the time he 
ailed It a d.iy, and when he sat down in tlie 
mg room for a final smoke he knew that he had 
assed notlung which could help Wnr in his ta.sk 
at tae same tune, he was obliged to confess 
at he had found little that was new. The safe 
twnmg open and practically empty in its comer', 
M nothmg of espc’cial interest, the various rooims 
ae bmren of clues other tlian those already noted ; 
e t.(!<K knew {UTbujis, but could not tell. It was 
iddle that grew and grew, the more one thought 
on It the deeper and more profound it seemed 
«nce It was ju.st barely possible tliat Sheriff 
t might eh et to return during the night, and 
-e m sue I an event he wanted to be on hand 
. rea y, Kegan did not actually go to bed, h< 
to sit, or rather, to radine in one of thi 
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living room arm-chairs, smoking and thinking 
listening to the commonplace noises of the night 
Though somewhat tired physically, he was mentally 
alert, too alert for sleep, and he left the lamp tumej 
low so that he could see into all parts of the room 
although he was himself in a shadow caused by the 
high back of his chair and a jutting comer of the 
fireplace. For a long time he smoked and pondered 
A coyote howled somewhere in the surrounding hills; 
the night wind rose and soughed softly around the 
house ; a board creaked now and then ; but that 
was all. 

At last, beginning to feel drowsy, Regan settled 
comfortably back in his chair and closed his eyes. 

He had not slept long, only a few minutes, h( 
thought, when he awoke with a start to find the ' 
room in complete darkness. The lamp had gonei 
out of its ovra accord, he decided, after a short 
period of listening was productive of no more dis- 1 
quieting sound than the slow, regular ticking of the 
clock. t 

Then, all at once, he became tense and alert ^ 
Some heavy, soft-breathing creature was stealthilj ! 
moving about in the dark room. Without makiii » 
a sound Regan sat up and gathered himself togetha 
in readiness of instant action. The stealthy shu£0iii| « 
continued, receded at first, then came nearer. T1 
intrader seemed, as nearly as the listener could tell' 
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to be stealing across the living room, feeling his 
way very carefully and slowly. The room was so 
jdark that Regan could not distinguish a thing, not 
even a shadow, and he dared not move until he 
could gain some definite idea of just what he had 
to contend with. Almost holding his breath, he 
waited. 

The faint nistling went on. Once there was a 
soft thud, and the listener grinned. He guessed 
that the prowler had stubbed his toe against some- 
thing. Poised, tense as a bowstring, he held him- 
self ready for any contingency. For a space it was 
very still : the “ tick-tock-tick-tock ” of tlie old- 
fashioned clock sounded like the blows of a hammer, 
rhen the breathing and rustling began again. Soon 
ysxne a dull metallic clang, like the restrained striking 
)f steel against steel ; then silence once more. 

An instant later something light and fiuttery as 
he wings of a moth touched the listener’s elbow. 
The big man turned noiselessly, quick as a flash, 
nd his right hand darted out and fastened upon 
he thing which had touched liim. It was a man’s 
rm, naked, sinewy, he knew that instantly ; but 
is fingers had barely closed around it when there 
as a convulsive jerk and something hot stung 
cross Regan's shoulder. 
iPucking instinctively, Regan twisted hard 
le wnst he held, but his grip slipped someb*' 
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and before he could regain it in the darkness tl 
intruder was out of reach. 'riuTc w;us a rattle i 
hurried footsteps on the bare lluor, a duor slaramej 
then silence. 

Big Tom groped his way to the table and relighti 
the lamp. He found the living room just as! 
had last seen it; the dr-ad man starkly outlia) 
beneath the blanket in the chair ; e\'er}-flung j® 
as it had been. No ! Wait I The safe door whit 
had been wide open earlier in the evening wasdosi 
now, and when he darted across the room to tiy 
Regan found that the comliinatiou had been throw 
The door was locked 1 



CHAPTER VUI 


^HEN his horse pushed through the scattered 
ring e of jack-pines which grew at the base of the 
fountain trail, and of his own accord halted and 
pgan to crop hungrily at the rich grass, Bob Lindsay 
|t the reins hang loose and looked around as he 
ad looked on previous cKcasions from this same 
antage point. But now his gaze was brooding, 
lark, the gaze of one who sees only through a kind 
if mental haze or fog, as those see whose vision is 
jstorted by grief or trouble. 

:The view he beheld was striking enough to make 
|m almost forget, momentarily at least, the bitter- 
ns which filled him, although his pausing now 
|is more the result of habit than of anything else, 
jme had been, now many months gone by, when 
I had ridden this way frequently, and never in 
lose former rides had he failed to halt just here 
id gaze down upon what to him was one of the 

f dest views in all the Big Homs. On either 
and for a short distance in front of him was a 
|rrow strip of almost level grassland, treeless 
pept for tlie bordering of pines, and shadowed 



70 


MEN OF MYSTERY 


by nigged peaks that reached up toward the cal 
blue sky like turrets of Cyclopean walls. Straijl 
ahead, beyond the strip upon which tlie horse an 
rider stood, the land sloped sharply for mai 
hundreds of feet to the bottom of a winding valle 
and through this valley ran a nan'ow creek, shad; 
by cottonwoods and aspens, s])ark!ing like spift 
quicksilver in the sunlight. 

The valley was long, twisting, and of irregul 
width : extending to five miles, or a little le.ss,; 
its lower end, and contracting to a nu-re gorge i 
the base of the mountain from which it spran 
On all .sides tlie country was extremely mmmtaitioii 
high peaks rose everywhere, save only in tha 
places where the mouths of canyons showed dai 
and gloomy between overhanging crag.s. 

" Some country ! " Bob was thinking, in hal 
unconscious admiration, after he had looked loi 
in all directions. " No taint of scKicty and i 
contaminating influences here, everything ju.st aboi 
as nature made it in the beginning. There's gn 
for fifty thousand cattle on these slopes and shdt 
enough to take ’em through the hardest wilt 
Montana ever knew. No wonder the Bar Ki 
noted for its livestock. Desolate and lonely it nil 
be, but this little corner of the earth comes migi 
near to being a stockman's Paradise.” i 

He looked off toward the upper end of the val 
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where a dimly perceptible cluster of buildings 
shpwed the location of the ranch he had just named, 
f “Lonely is rigid,” he mused on. “A hundred 
miles from nowhere, so to speak, and mighty few 
neighbours. But Dad has his own good reasons 
for choosing it. As for me . . His thoughts 

veered suddenly and he scowled. Then : “ I’ve 
got no kick coming, I guess,” he muttered grimly. 
"It means life at least.” 

He gatlu'Tcd uy) the reins. “ Come on, Derby," 
he said to his horse, “we’d better be drifting, old 
son, if we mean to sleep at tlui Bar K to-night.” 

, Thus abni})tly taken from Ids feast, Derby crossed 
the strip of comyraratively level ground and began 
to pick his w’uy with almost cat-like daintiness down 
the steep Blo{>e which extended to the valley bottom. 
His master continued to look around him as he rode. 
He idly calculated the numbers of cattle which the 
valley could support, for like all stockmen he saw 
land only in terms of cows and calves. Then, 
as his body swaytid loosely to the rise and fall of 
Ids horse’s back, lie fell once more to speculating 
npon tlie horror which had brought him into this 
forgotten corner of the world. 

, Mechanically, as it had done so many times before 
luring tlie courst' of his ride, his mind reverted to 
le tragedy at Half Moon Ranch, to the horror 
a?Mch he believed now would never entirely leave 



72 


MEN OF MYSTERY 


him again so long as he lived. At first, buoyed ij 
by Regan’s hearty encouragement and pointblai 
refusal to believe in the guilt which to his own niit 
seemed so horribly certain. Bob had been ahaosi 
eager to reach his destination and begin the figb 
to exonerate himself, but now at near the end o: 
his journey his hope that he might eventually bi 
cleared, feeble at best, had begun once more to givi 
place to something even worse than doubt. 

Somehow those hours of rough and dangeroii 
travelling along trails which any other than i 
mountain bred horse like Derby could never havi 
negotiated at all had impressed upon the rider tb 
futility of trying to run, or hide from, or even ti 
combat, the consequences of this jolt which Fat 
had dealt Mm. More and more as the hours spa 
he realised the seeming hopelessness and horro: 
of the tangle that enmeshed Mm. His feveris! 
eagerness to " get there ” had long since vanishei 
before sometMng more potent than physical dange 
or hardship ; he no longer tried to hurry in place 
where a single false step would have plunged botl 
himself and his horse into some deep abyss ; b 
knew now that he ran from something as inexorabl 
as death itself. 

Many times during Ms journey through tb 
mountains he had almost decided to turn back an 
ive Mmself up to the thing that men cah Justicf 
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fact, he would most certainly have done so had 
not been for his promise to Regan and a vague 
pe that after all some proof of his innocence 
ght yet turn up. His innocence ! Bob smiled 
terly and shook his head whenever the word 
:urred to him. How could he ever hope to con- 
ice any one of his innocence when he himself 
ew that he must be guilty ? He was — in tlie 
ter of the law, at any rate — a murderer. A 
nricide ! 

3ay and night, hour after hour, the word sang 
his mind and danced before liis eyes, for try as 
would he could not hu.sh the voice of Ms con- 
;nce. It persisted in accusing him, even though 
most strenuous efforts to do so had failed to 
all a single memory of the deed itself. But he 
3 guilty. He must be. Hadn’t he seen the 
dence of his guilt as plain as print before his 
s? To be sure, Regan had declared that it 
was the delilicrate fabrication of some enemy, 

I for a while he had tried to make himself believe 
i. But he was cooler now, he had had time to 
ik. A frame-up ? Rot ! The mere idea of 
h a thing was absurd. Keen, shrewd, almost 
annily acute in most things, Tom Regan had 
once allowed sentiment to warp his judgment. 

) had no real enemy whom he could think of, 

., besides, the idea was too fantastic. Better 



74 


MEN OF MYSTERY 


to logically account for the crime as he clid himseil 
He was guilty. 

This admission of Bob’s, however, did riot inclui 
a knowledge or premeditation of the murder. Bi 
was no coward. He could face facts. But asti 
explaining them ... I 

In hospital over there in France, convalescijj 
from the after effects of what, for lack of a bett^ 
name, the doctors had called '' shell-shock,” he lia| 
heard many stories of the curious tricks of wHcj 
one’s mind, or inner self, is capable. Take, foj 
example, the strange actions of the somnambulist 
who, as every one knows, gets up at night 
awaking, leaves his room, goes downstairs, wandai 
about the house, goes out doors even, and aft^ 
having committed certain acts or accomplishej 
certain work, returns to his room, undresses mi 
goes to bed again, without being in any way sms 
the next morning of what he has done. Suti 
freakish things and others even more incredibj 
were taking place somewhere every day. Bob leamd 
and if one admitted such to be a fact was it mi 
equally feasible to suppose tliat in some conditicj 
akin to somnambulism he had himself killed a 
witliout knowing it? Of course it was, he kei 
telling himself, and yet — and yet ... 

. As the distance between the horseman and til 
Iranch gradually shortened, the huddle of buildinj 
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which had looked so tiny from afar began to take 
on size and shape, though still distant, and swn 
each familiar detail became clear to the traveller’s 
gaze. He noted how the barn and corrals had been 
grouped between the house and the base of an over- 
hanging chtf, so that they were protected from 
winter winds and snows, and he noted also the 
substantial structure of tlie house itself : its heavy 
log walls and slab roof, with the wide veranda on 
three sides. Sheltered as it was by the cliff and 
:ut off from direct approach by a bend of the 

Teek the ranch had almost tlie appearance Cf a 
ort. 

The rail t.irned sharply and dipped behind a 
ttle knoll so that the group of buildings was blotted 
rom sight, and once more the horseman was sur- 
lundcd by a wilderness, as complete as tliough no 
fuelling e.xusted within a hundred miles. " Come 
1, Dei by, he urged, and lifted his tired horse into 

le fox trot, or ambling lope, so much affected in 

at rogidn, 

" Life^i.s a queer thing,” he reflected as he rocked 
Here I am, twcnty-four years old, a 
nted man, practically an outcast, wherea? a few 
ys ago suppose aImo.st any one in Moondance 

m have envied me. I had a future then- 
patently, now ..." 

fust here Iiis tiioughts were startlingly interruoted 
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for frorn S-Tound. tli6 of o- tliiclc clump of cotton- 
woods which grew between the knoll and the creek' 
there suddenly appeared a most extraordinary 
sight. Over the crest of a rise of land some two 
hundred yards or so away, a woman came wildly 
renniug, and after her, with head down and tal 
angrily erect, a half-grown buH was charging. The 
girl was still some fifty yards ahead of the bull and 
running exceedingly weU in Bob’s direction, towards 
a huge boulder about half-way between them ; bnt 
it was plain that she could not win the race. A| 
few seconds passedr— the bull was ctose behind nowj 
God! Bob turned faint and caught his breaftj 
as he rode furiously to intercept the raging 
animal ; then the girl swerved sharply, and tie 
wicked horns nfissed their toss by a hair’s 
breadth. 

She gained slightly by this, for the clumsy brute 
could not turn instantly to foUow her, but her gain 
was merely momentary. He was almost upon ha 
once more, and she had just swerved again in hd 
breathless flight, when the horseman arrived witiii 
striking distance. Weaponless and without a rop 
with which to trip and throw the rage-blinda 
'nimal, there was but one thing that he could d 
time to save the girl, and, practiced horsema 
at he was, he did this gallantly. His runnin 
>rse had just come level with the bull’s shoulds 
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I when he threw himself bodily out of his saddle and 
3. grasped the animal by tlie horns. 

There was a crash, a hoarse bellow of startled rage 
:;from the bull, and both man and beast were rolling 
-over and over on the ground, while the girl, winded 
;,now to the point of collapse, stopped abruptly in 
•her headlong flight and turned around. More than 
.once before, within certain limitations, p.oi,> had 
,, -performed the trick which he attempted now, but 
never when so much hung in the balance or with 
so little preliminary preparation. On former 
■ occasions he had always been surrounded by 
.mounted friends, who, in the not unlikely event 
-of a slip, would come instantly to ids rescue, and 
he had been fresli and ready for tlie fray ; while 
now he was half worn out to .start with and the loss 
of his grip on those short, slippery lioriis meant a 
nasty mauling perhaps death— for the girl as well 
ns himself. 

But he did not lose his hold. He hung on grimly 
stubbornly, thrown violently in all directions by 
p bull's furious lunges, until finally, in response 
p the skilful pressure he brought to bear, the 
mimal’s head turned sharply to one side, so'that 
m nose with its flaring nostrils and lolling pink 
ongue pointed upward, and his struggles to regain 
IS feet practicaUy ceased. So long as his head 
puld be held firmly in this unnatural position. 
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Bob knew that he had the brute helpless : it was 
the simple culmination of the cowboy stunt callej 
“ btiU-dogging ” ; but here there were no waiting 
horsemen to herd the bull away from his conqueror 
if he continued to show fight after he was pennittej 
to regain his feet, and no rope to tie him when 
he lay. 

Knowing this, Bob did not cease now his steadilj 
applied pressure and spring clear of the prostratt 
animal as he would ordinarily liave done. On tlrt 
contrary, he increased it. Slowly but surely h 
twisted the great head around on its thick ned, 
using the bull’s own weight and lessening struggles 
as a leverage in his favour ; and suddenly the bnitj 
began to bellow throatily from pain and fear. Theg 
all at once the bellowing choked short, there was| 
dull snap, not unlike the breaking of a rotten stid 
and a quick shudder ran through the heaving bull 
of the animal. Then Bob relinquished his grip anc 
rolled clear, sinking down again the next install 
in complete exhaustion. ; 

The bull lay perfectly quiet now, he would neva 
move again, and the girl too was very still — sti 
as death. Bob wondered vaguely if she had dh 
of fright ; he was as yet too weak to go and see 
id then he fell to gazing at her face, which happens 
be turned in his direction. Slowly it dawnei 
m him that she was pretty, although terribj 
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pale at the moment. A high broad forehead 
gowned with dark brown hair, the chin square 

“ “ ' formed, if a trifle 

M. The eyes he could not see because they were 
dosed for the giri nad fainted ; still, the lashes 
we.e ong, like tracings in soot against the pallor 
of her cheeks, hot the rest site was yo„ng..-abont 
twenty, he fe’-iiessed,— small, and slender 
He fmaliy recovered his wind and strength si.ffi- 
inently to stagger to where she lay, and to begin to 
diaJe her hands between liis own. They were small 
H’ell-tormed hamis, though tanned and showinii 
^lam sign, labour. At last she opened hef 

.yeb-Iihie eyes, lie noted with some satisfaction— 

ind sat ujj. 

How foolksh I feel," she said, with a short, half. 
iystenc.il laugli. " I must have fainted." 

“ It would be strange if you hadn’t," Bob assured 
er,^ snuhng. " I came near it myself. I hope 
cure none the worse now." ^ 

I think not - just scared almost to death." she 

" . ‘ *'**'*^- He would surely have 

•red me ui another minute. I’d got off my hor^e 

^^drmk at the spring and he charged from the trees 
fore I knew lie was around. He’s always beer 
aous thick- has threatened to shoot him sever 
ties, but hated to because of his fine blood. ' 
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glad you’ve kiUed him. It-it was veiy won. 

Bob flushed a little and changed the subject 

otiickly. 

" “ Your uncle ? ” he repeated questiomngly, 
« Yon mean David Kent, I presume ? ” 

” Of course. I’m Betty Wilson,” she replied, as 
ste stood up and shook out her short skirt. “I 
think I can guess your name. You re Robert 
Lindsay of Half Moon Ranch.” 

How— how did you know ? ” Bob was frankly 
surprised. He had hardly expected the news of 
his arrival to precede him, nor had he guessed that 
Kent, who had always lived alone, might have a 
niece, or any other relative for that matter. 

She laughed, showing a double row of pearly teeth. 
"I’ve seen you before,” she told him, “ at Moon- 
dance — last Frontier Day. You won the steer tying 
contest then, you know. Also, I’ve heard my unde 
speak of you. It’s fortunate for me that it was yoa 
and not some bungling amateur who happened 
along just now'.” i 

Bob flushed again. He was a modest youth, and 
praise of any kind, especially from a woman, always 
made him uncomfortable; and he had not foi 
an instant forgotten his equivocal position. B 
wondered what this attractive niece of David Kent’s 
would say if she knew that he was a murderer. 
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" Oh, I didn’t do so much,” he smiled. " The 
trick is not so difficult as it looks, really." Then 
“I'quiddy, to change the subject. " You spoke of 
, .your horse. Miss Wilson. Yffiere is he ? I see 
“Wne has not gone far,” and he glanced toward 
Derby, who was quietly cropping grass twenty 
’yards av/a)^ 

, ^ “ He can’t be far. I 'I ! get him. Can you walk ? ” 
IShe had, it seemed, already noticed that lie was 
^Standing with all of his weight upon one foot. 

^ "I thinJc .so : rtn not quite sure,” Ih>b replied a 
■Kttle doubtfully. ” My ankle seems to liave been 
tunged up a good bit.” He limped a yard or two 
jdtii set lijis, only to collapse at last with a grimace 
)f pain. His left ankle had been badly wrenched 
'tod was swelling fast, and he was so 'bruised he 
Wd hardly stir. “Afraid I can’t make it,” he 
•imiled up at her. 

You poor thing ! Thank goodness, it’s not far 
I the house. ^ Look, I’m all right. It was silly of 
|e to faint ; I m only a woman, you see. My word, 
jiough, I was scared ! You must let me help you 
%to your horse — that is, if you don't mind ? ” 

, I guess I can stand it if you can,” he grinned, 
Popting her own tone of half serious banter, for it 
Ipecl to ea.se the strain of the situation. And 
|th a little nod she turned abruptly away to fetch 
'Irby. 



CHAPTER IX 


In spite of the sturdy protests of Tom Regan, wli 
did not let pass a single opportunity to declare hj 
belief in his young friend's innocence, the cororierj 
jury rendered a verdict of wilful murder agalni 
Bob on the next day but one after the discovcij 
of the crime. Still, Regan's arguments had nd 
lacked a certain amount of conviction, and hadi 
not been for the mass of circumstantial evidenc^ 
backed up’ and strengthened as it was by tl| 
apparent flight of the suspected man, tliere waj 
many who might have cpiestioned the decision 
but Bob’s disappearance clinched matters. Ev« 
the rather extraordinary fact that at daylight « 
the morning after Regan’s midnight adventure tla 
missing man’s horse, saddled and bridled, had bofi 
found shut in, one of the corrals failed to materiali 
alter the opinions of the six “ good men and trut' 
who composed fire jury. The horse, they argti(j 
had nothing whatever to do with the evideiiti 
some, in fact, even went so far as to hint that Regi 
ad conailed the animal himself. Almost the who 
)wn was roused to a pitch of righteous wnl 
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igainst thc 5 culprit, and within an hour after the 
'lose of the inquest tlie air was full of rumours of 
fie lyncliing wliicli Regan had dreaded from the 
irst. 

" Hell's bells I " Big Tom redeeted, sitting alone 
lome hours after the inciuest in his cubby-hole of an 
•fflee. " . Hell’s bells I It’s sure hard sometimes 
0 iiguie how the cat II jump — it sure is. It looks 
ftd right now that Bob ain’t here to account for 
Limself ; I know that ; but if ho was here an’ told 
lie .story he told me. . . . Anyhow, he's alive, 
that’s something. The lioy ain't guilty. Dammit, 
just know he ain t. But he seems to think he i.s, 
n’ . . . I here’s been more’n one innocent man 
ung in a hurry in these parts, an’ I never could 
ie tliat the subsequent regrets of the community 
one htni any good. It's sure one big mix-up, dam 
10 if it ain t. If we’d had more time to get 
rganised I mighta planned some different, but I 
inno. As it is, I reckon I'll keep still about what 
‘'•f tlie ranch last night, for the present 
lyhow. I've done enough talkin'. There's Bill 
icy now-- damn his ugly iniig I He knows more’n 
ss told, he sure does. But nobody seems to see 
tliat away but me. Looks like Bill miglit have 
ine kind oI a stand-in with the Coroner 
^ Flint, although I may bo wrong. I may at j 
at. Just the same he'll stand investigatin', 
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Bill will. Guess I'll trail him up a few just fot 
luck." 

Lacy, he found upon investigation, after his 
ejection from the card room that night, had goin 
straight to a familiar haunt of his own, where, sin« 
Prohibition, a thriving trade was carried on in 
certain contralwmd liquids which masqueraded' 
under the general name of " moonshine." Here,! 
the cross-eyed gambler had taken a drink or so;l 
then he had departed, and from this point untl' 
Regan himself had seen liim in tlie foothills tli| 
next morning his movements were obscure. Hifi 
friends, of course, asserted tliat Cock-Eye had goii| 
home to bed, but since the assertion was not siil| 
stantiated by tire testimony of any creditable eyel 
witness Big Tom took the liberty of forming )ii| 
own conclusions. " Nobody but Cock-Eye had | 
motive for framin' Bob," he told himself ; but li| 
kept his own cormsel. 

True to his character of dogged tenacity, he pei 
severed in his search for dependable clues until li 
eventually discovered one who had seen Cock-Eji 
leave town on horseback not long after the tini 
at which he was said to have gone home. But tli! 
was all. Here the trail ended definitely, so fan 
least as any actual witness of the tinhorn's movi 
ments was cx)ncemed, but it had already proceedt 
far enough, coupled with what he already lent 
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r guessed, to inalce Regan feel veiy coiiQdcnt that 
e was not wasting his tizne. 

Of course, he had not as yet secured any evidence 
) show that I.acy had actziaJly had a luind in tlio 
iurder. Coel^-Jiye zziiglit explain everytliing in a 
itisfactory manner when put to the question. 
Sill, there w'as a diszazqzaucy between tlie stoiy he 
id told and tlie. facts as Big Tom knew them, mzd 
was an axiom of Regan’s that a liar will always 
sar watching. What had Cock-Eye done in tiie 
airs between midnight and noon of that eventful 
ly ? Had he killiai the ranchman and tlien set 
e stage to imiilicate Bob, being aided in tliLs by 
e fortunate coincidence of the latter’s mental 
ze, or had he merely kept rendezvous with some 
jompiko: the mysterious honseman, perhaps, 
to, according to the evidence, had visited the 
!ich that niglit ? 

' It looks like it, by golly I It sure does,” Regan 
daimcd, in answer to his thought. I wonder 
(V ha.s Luke l-'lint gue.ssed all the possible of tliis 
:e tinhorn, or does he just don’t give a damn ? 
s a man of one idea, Luke is, an’ right now he’s 
set on Bob bein’ guilty he won't look anywhere 
5i Hml Luke hliiit an’ Cock-Eye have been 
tty thick lately, now I come to think of it, 
Cock-Eye was right intimate with Jack, 
coroner’s jury too smelled kinda fishy. ■ 
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Reckon I better sound Luke out a little — I siiif 
had.” 

Acting upon this decision, he proceeded to Shetif 
Flint's office, determined to employ ^11 the fines! 
he could command to solve this new riddle, and t( 
insist upon having Lacy arrested, or, at any rak 
kept under surveillance until the liiystery Wii 
cleared up. i 

The Sheriff, however, did not seem particulailj 
disposed to argue the latter point. Though he hi 
his own reasons for such action as Ke had thus iJ 
taken, he knew that Regan was clever and popula 
and he was too shrewd and far-sighted to outward! 
show jealousy. He spat info the box of sand whic 
did office-duty as a cuspidor and stared at his visito 
woodenly for a moment after he had explained pai 
of what was in his mind. | 

" Think so,” he remarked finally. “ Well, yoj 
may be right at that, Tom. I ain't through will 
Cock-Eye yet — not by a damn - sight I But I'll 
not sayin’ he’s guilty either. He tells a prell 
straight yarn — in spots anyhow. Just the sanij 
I’ll keep an eye on him; he'll not i-uxi away. & 
I'd sure like to hear Bob Lindsay's story, if he h:| 
one. Seems to me, if I was in his boots— ii 
murdered a man, I mean— I’d do just what 1 
has. I'd beat it.” 

“ You think he’s guilty, then ? ; 
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" I ain’t exactly said so, Tom, not in so many 
iWords ; Init it sure as liell looks like he iniglit know 
|eonsidcrable. Most everyljody is agreed on that, 
[so far’s I can learn. Look what happened at the 

. , wv.re, I know,” Regan nodded calmly, " but a 
fcoroner’s jury ain’t infallible, Luke, an’ circum- 
stantial evidence is apt to be niisleadin'. You 
mow that. Tlie evidence points to Roij, mebbe, 
jut we needn't go into that. It seems to me that 
’iieies a whole lot to be consiclere<l before \vc go 
p far as to hang anybody.” 

■ ; Sheriff Flint frowned and shifted his quid to the 
iither cheek. 

p' But what’s become of Bob ? ” he demanded. 

It length. '* If he was dead his body’d be found 
jme place, wouldn't it ? But he ain't dead. You 
In' me both know that, 'rom.” 
i' Plain as was tlie insinutition in the officer’s last 
jprds, Regan chose to ignore it. He avoided direct 
lament by reverting to his original line of 
j'^ment. 

, " Cock-Eye’s only an accomplice perhaps," he 
lggo.sted quietly, beginning to load his corncob, 
i’l don t think he was alone, Luke. There were 
liher vi.sitors at the Half Moon that niglit accordin' 
my notion. Cock-Jiye may be only a cat’s-pav 
ipr all; but I’m pretty .sure he'.s wise to t 
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heap. This ain’t any chance affair. It’s been wel 
planned." 

"Sure thing. But Bob mighta planned it ai 
well as anybody. He's no fool, an' you’ve admitfei: 
yourself that he acted funny the other night. Hi 
had a lot of cash on him, too. That safe may havi 
been robbed for all we know. Just .siippose, iii 
instance, that Bob done tlie whole job before h 
came to town at all. Ever think of that? 0i 
.suppose he cleaned the safe an' came to town, ao 
while he was away his dad got wise to his los 
Wouldn’t that account for the quan-el that endti 
in the killin’ when Bob went back home? 0( 
lookin’ at it another way, mightn’t they hafl 
quarrelled about Kate bein’ there at the house! 
It looks like that a cinch tluat Jack killed fe 
himself ; but we can't afford to overlook no bet! 
Tom." 

" You're right, we can’t. But ain’t you doii 
just that, Luke? You keep hintin’ that there!; 
several strings to this fldble, but up to date you'\j 
only really tried to play on, one of ’em. Bob'll tun 
up, I tell you, an’ he’ll have a story that'll knol 
all your evidence Into a cocked hat, when he doia 
In the meantime I say you'd better watch Lacy ai 
find out if you can who was with Kate at the raii^ 
tlmt night. We may both of us be barkin' up I 
ivrong stump for all we know." v 
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"Sure,” the ShcriCf nodded shrewdly, “I’ll do 
lat. But so far the evidence don't show . . 

"To hell with the evidence, Luke I” Big Tom 
r the first time began to show signs of the strain 
■ was under. " It's all framed, I tell you. Ain't 
)ck-Eye the only man we know of that has reasons 
hate Bob ? He claims he wa.s the first to find 
e body- true. But if he was guilty himself could 
make a neater bid to clear himself than by doin’ 
st that, rt/lcr he had set the .stage to point at Bob ? 
lat cvidont.e i.s too damn convincing— — it sure is 
ain’t natural, Bob’s smart. He's got savvy, 
he was guilty -which he ain't— he'd never leave 
:h a plain trail, not even if he was drunk. But 
Wan't drunk that night. He was just plain 

Id ” 

' Well, you may be right, at that,” Flint granted, 
mrently not anxious to aiguo with Regan in his 
isent mood, '' but I dunno. I don't put much 
ck in those hoss tracks, for one thing — they 
[hta been made by 'most anybody— an' Bill 
:y ain't the kind to carry through a play like 
1 hy himself. If he killed Lindsay he' be more 
ly to beat it, like Bob has.” 

He’s no kid, Luke; an' he’s crooked as a dog's 
:1 leg,” Regan said, earnestly, ” lie’s got cause 
late Boh, an' fellers like hiin'll go far to ‘get 
man they hate. I know 'em,” 
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The Sheriff nodded, 

" That’s true," he admitted, “ but it don't res 
prove much. I'm waitin' until I locate Bob ; tl 
we’ll see. If the boy tells a straif'ht yarn we’ll In 
some place else. I’ll .soon sweat the truth out 
Lacy if he knows anything. You watch me.” 

" Of course. I know you’ll do your best, Lu: 
but you’ll not find Bob like you tliink— -tryiu’ 
quit the country. The lad’s not far away. H 
high-geared, nervous, quick-tempered soinetim 
like a Hne-brcd colt in his nature, but he’s 
coward, an’ he’s square as square. He’ll prt 
himself innocent yet— he sure will." 

" Mebbe. I sure hope so." Sheriff Flint’s tc 
lacked conviction, but it was good-natured. " 1 
I’m not bettin’ either way just now. I want Bo 
stoiy first. He knows a heap ; he's bound to, 
you know where he is you might send him word 
come in. It’d save time." 

Regan grinned. The hint was too broad to p; 
unnoticed,, but as before he chose to ignore it, ! 
knew now, however, that the Sheriff had guess 
of his meeting with Bob. 

"Did it ever strike you,” he remarked, 'ft! 
tliis killin’ might be mixed up some way with J$ 
Lindsay’s bootleggin’ ? It was on the quiet, 
course, but I've heard he did quite a business 
that line, an’. ..." 



MEN OF MYSTERY 


91 

Flint gave vent to an ironical little laugh and 
or the smallest instant his lifeless eyes seemed to 
)laze. 

" 'Tain’t likely.” he gnmted, watching his visitor 
narrowly. ” I tJiought Jack quit that game some 
ime ago ? ” 

"That so. I hadn’t heard.” Big Tom did not 
36ni to attac.li nnu.h importance to his own sugges- 
on, He stood up and stretched himself. ” Giie.ss 
be on my way,” he said. “ If l si,ould come 
jross Bob, I’ll tell him you want to see him, Imke 
pig." 



CHAPTER X 


After Regan had gone Sheriff Flint crossed lii 
hands behind his head and elevated liis feet to th 
corner of his desk, leaning back in his chair so tia 
his long, loose-jointed figure rested largely upon tl 
small of his back : a posture he invariably adopts 
as a prcliminaiy to deep and intensive tliouglit 
Ho was tliinking now, both hard and fast. Hi 
eyes had assumed that peculiarly lifeless appearaiKi 
so characteristic of tliem at stich times, and li 
chewed slowly upon the inevitable quid. Bavrlij 
the monotonous droning of several huge blue fiy 
in the windows, notliing stirred within the room.! 

Outside the office, the town drowsed throu{i 
the inertia and stagnation of an unseasonably wan 
mid-aftemoon. Save for a few horses tied ha 
and there at hitching posts and an occasion 
pedestrian, the dusty main street, which comprisf 
the bulk of the business section, was deserted;! 
was quiet, too, except for the metiillic jangle 61 j 
mechanical piano which some restless soul ifi 
feeding with coins in the Green Front pool h 
about midway of its length. 1 



MEN OF MYSTERY 93 

Though his office was almost straight across the 
street from this Mecca of the unemployed and the 
jacophonic strains of the jazzy music were distinctly 
ludible therein, the Sheriff did not seem aware of 
Eem. He remained buried in his reflections, lost 
;p outer goings on as it were, until he was aroused 
jy the clatter of footsteps on the bare boards of 
|e corridor outside his door, and a man’s abrupt 
Ijitrance. 

j; Dropping his feet to the floor, the Sheriff, who 
|;second before might l)y a casual ol)server have 
|en sui)poscd to be dozing, wliirled about to face 
|e new-cotner, and grinned. 

I'' 'Lo, Dili," he grunted. " I was just thinkin’ 
jbput you. Glad you come in. Set down." 
|Cock-Eye for the visitor wiis the cross-eyed 
|mbler— -nodded casually and did as he was told, 
|lping himself meanwhile to a cigar from an open 
|x on tire desk. He seemed, somehow, very much 
|homc in the Sliorilt’s office, too much so perhaps 
f a man in his jrresent doubtful position. But, 

I course, Ire and Flint had been friends for years. 

I Thought I’d better see if them was anything 
|w doin'," he observed, after his cigar was drawing 
|ely. " I .seen Regan leave here a while ago,” 
preriff Flint nodded and continued to chew 
|ciclly. h'or a moment neither man sffid anything 
ilter. Then:— 
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" He was here to ask me to lock you up o 
suspicion of bein' concerned in Jack Lindsay'i 
death," the man at the desk remarked suddenly: 
with just a hint of dryness in his tone. 

" Tlie hell lie was ! " Lacy’s crooked face warpej 
into a complacent leer. " I suppose you told hin^ 
you'd oblige.” i 

" Not in tliat many words," Flint returned, stiG 
dryly. "It just happens I can use you el.sewher«i 
but I didn't tell Tom that. I had to hedge a littk) 
of course, — I'm Sheriff, you know ; so I told him 
I’d keep tabs on you an' study into your case some] 
I aim to do that. He’s plumb hostile, Tom is,*! 
He chuckled almost noiselessly. I 

Lacy appeared to have no difficulty in catching 
the point of this humorous implication. His leering’ 
grin broadened and the cast in his eyes becanii 
more pronounced tlian ever. i 

"I should woriy,” he remarked sententiously,; 
" I don't aim to beat it anyhow. Not me. Sii; 
Regan’s out to take my scalp. I figured he migy 
be:” s 

" Yep. He sure is. He’s hot as I ever see him! 
He’s built up a pretty good case agin you at that; 
Bill. It holds water pretty near as well as . , 

1 he Sheriff stopped abruptly and shot a significani 
look toward the open door. | 

Taldng the hint instantly, Cock-Eye rose to hij 
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feet and cinsed it, uftor a careful look into the cin])tv 
corridor. When ho retvnnod to hi.s chair and 
glanced at tlio .Sheriff both nieii .siviil(;d. 

" It don’t pay to be carolfvss,” the latter said 
presently. "Toni Kqr-.in's pretty smart, l)iit I 
figure we got his nurnlicr this trip, iill right. Hq 
ain’t got no i-oal idee of the ti-uth, an' if it \mm’t 
: for him ]>oin so intere.stcd in young Lindsay 1 
;.:doubt if he’d <inestion a thing. We can handle 
him, I reckon. It’s pretty near a cinch. He aims 
to run agin nn; next election, I Iioar, so if there’s 
any connnotion rai.sed I can c.\plain a whole lot 
hy hintin’ he's got it in for me along political lines. 
:So long s there ain’t any real positive proof he can’t 
do much more n talk. Besides, the town’s mo.stIy 
i^Vith us. Bob sure looks guilty.” 

"He is guilty,” Cock-Eye declared. "Didn’t I 
find him laid out on his bed dead to tiic world, an’ 
jiis head hurt ? I'll say I did I There was a fight 
[fetweon liirn and Jack ; I’m sure of it. But, at 
iliat, I wish Tom hadn’t seen me on the road. He 
pows I tried to dodge him, an’ I s’posc it loolced 
ishy. Tom Regan’s no fool — he sure ain’t. He’s 
idpular too, iu tliis town.” 

Popular ho damned I ” the Sheriff e.xploded, 
peiningly toiicliod on the raw by this remark 
It 11 take more’ll just popularity to cany h’ 
long if ho don’t cjiiit hornin' into other me 
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affairs. Give him rope enough an' he’ll hang him 
self yet. I’ll see Boh don’t talk too much once 
get my hands on him.” 

” I don’t tliink Bob is wise to so much, it’s Regi 
we gotta watch, Luke,” the tinhorn rejoined, eyeiii 
his companion thoughtfully. " It stands to reasp 
that he must know where Bob is — he must of foun 
him at the ranch that mornin’ — an’ they’ve cooke 
up something between them, sure as the work 
Gosh 1 It sure was lucky I got there in time t 
discover what I did. That post-maul, now, ; 
wan’t tliere when I arrived the hrst time. So (: 
we been packin’ rabbits’ feet in bcpth hands, bt 
it’s a cinch Kogan has got sometlimg up his sleer 
besides his iwm, an’ if Bob can prove he’s not guili 
the truth may come out yet.” 

" Mebbe ; but there’s no use worryin’. Bill. B{ 
can’t know so much, after all, an' Regan can opl 
guess. You’re right. It was lucky you got tlwi 
fust. Damn lucky 1 Me, I'm not askin’ who croakj 
Jack, I don’t really care. It looks like Bob, but., 
Shucks I What difference does it make ? Jai 
was drinkin’ an’ talkin’ too much, anyhow. II 
a cindi he killed the woman himself, an’ with tl 
two of 'em gone there’s no witnesses left. I dot 
think Bob knew much of what his old man W 
’P to.” 

" Probably not. But just the sanre I’d feel het| 
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if ho was safe behind the grillwork, Luke. 'Hiere’s 
no telliii’ what him an’ Regan may luitch out between 
'em. That brain .storm of Bob’s tlie other night 
Ims played riglit into our Jiands, but he’s liable to 
begin to ihink 'most any time now. f ie may know 
nore’n we ligtire Jui does. The wliole town thinks 
le's gnilly too. That lu'lp.s," 

“All but Regan, cimso him I ” Flint niminatod, 
vith a thoughtful scowl. " If’m. It ain’t so hard 
0 figure out wlune Bob is, Bill. Ilo'.s over to 
Cent s, 1 11 bet a blue e.hip. J hat’s the one place 
hey'd think of in a jam like this. The liar K’s 
a Montana— I ain’t got any authority to make an 
rrest there, you know, an’ we don’t want to call 
heriff Breen into this if we can help it. Regan's 
iso that Jack had l)ee?i booth'ggin’, an' . , 

[e pau.sed aiul looktitl at Bacy impressivelv for an 
istaut, tlien spat into the sand-box. “ 'I’om found 
ol) at the ranch an' got him away, of cour.se,’’ 

3 added. 

Cock-l-ye nodded. “ Sure, I know,’’ he agieed. 
It’s a good hot, ju.st what Regan an’ l !ob would 
sely do when they savvied what was ahead — 
line a safe getaway. It sure is hull the way we 
I'H horned out of the biggest money makiu' game 
3 over drawed cards in. Now ain’t it ? ’’ 

Sure is. An' all liecause Jack Lindsay couldn't 
ave booze an' women alone. The jjoor fool i 
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I told him tliat Sturgis skirt was a bad baby. She 
knew too much. TJiank God, he had the sense to' 
croak her before he got his—she can't tallc now. 

" But I’m not so sure we're plnrnb outa business] 
Bill," the Sheriff went on, after a minute. "Oil 
course, it's best to lay low for a spell ; but this] 
murder ain’t got anything to do with us, that lean 
see. If we can keep Regan from learnin’ too mud 
we’re all right. We must do that." 

" Sure. But how ? You just now said yoursell 
that he knows what Jack was up to." 

“Mebbe; but he can be silenced if he does, 
Right now it seems to me that we hold about alii 
the cards in the deck. We know what Regan is; 
workin' at, while he don't even suspect us — not 
me, at any rate — an’ we should come through fin(> 
if we watch our step. Even Big Tom Regani 
won’t dare to fight alone and singlehanded agiil 
the ' Hoods,’ Bill." j 

The Hoods ! My God, Luke, you don’t ain^j 
to . . Cock-Eye’s crooked face was a picturoj 
of startled bewilderment as ho stared at Ids comf 
panion, afraid, or so it seemed, to finish what )i| 
had started to say, 

Flint chuckled softly, 

“Why not?" he retorted. "Of course, w 
won't go tliat far unless we have to, but if Ton 
gets too, damn smart it’s tlie best way to buck hin 
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Right now we’ll go .slow. I want to know 
%ow much Rob laiulsay knows, or guesses, first." 

"Hull!" Cock-Eye snorted contemptuously 
Jpeit his eyes were uneasy. " I don't see why’ 
p was away half tlie time, he never knew what 
:|ack was up to, an’ even if he did he’d keep still 
I|n his own account. Rq^an’s the bniins o’ that 
"Combine, Luke." 

Mobbe, tile Sheri (f’s gaze narrowed cunninglj^ 
;r.but so long as Bob is under suspicion and alive 
Tom Regan is a-goin’ to keep on snoopin’. No 
l;ellin’ what he might turn up. Get me? Kate 
she miiy have talked; an' Bob-ho’s got 
is' guessiu. I wish I knew lio’d never come back 
Ift’ that he’d keep his mouth shut always. I'd 
l?t him stay wliore he is." 

'■ 0 , Why not arrest him anyhow ? Damn tlie law I 
Nobody'll blame you for exceedin' your authority 
ibit in a case like this, an’ I can fix things so he'll 
per come to trial. If wc can use the Hoods for 
[no thing, why not for another ? Pretty near 
^eryiiody but Regan believes he killed Jack. 
|iero wouldn’t be no questions asked. It . . ." 
:TNope. Too risky." Sheriff Hint hastily in- 
^rmpted. "We'll ju.st keep tabs on ’em both, 
p, for tlie present anyhow. Later on we'll see. 
[md you, I ain't be no means certain that Bob is 
tthe Bar K ; I’ve only got a hunch he is. I want 
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you to drift over that way and poke around j 
little." 

" That’s easy,” Lacy’s eyes sparkled ; ” but ho? 
about Tom, Luke ? You said he wants you to loci; 
me up. Suppose he sees me headin’ for the hi 
an’ the Montana line— he’ll figure I’m makm'j 
getaway, an’ raise hell, raore’n likely." 

” No, he won't. He won’t see you for one thinji 
You’ll leave in the night. When you get on l| 
Bar K range, say around Dead Horse Canyon, yd 
can hide out some place — that’s a pretty rouj| 
country an’ you oughta be able to keep an eye oj 
things without showin' yourself much. Whel 
Regan finds you’ve disappeared he’ll be surer tha| 
ever that you killed Jack, an’ he may get carelesl 
He’ll think for sure Bob is proved innocent an’ l| 
may quit pryin’ so much. You can trust me I 
give him an carful if he comes rarin’ around h{| 
as he likely will. The whole thing’s shaped i| 
80 it’s playing into our hands in a way. You cJ 
get word to the boys to lay low for the present, ! 
may run over that way myself in a few days, it I 
depends on how things break here in town, I Wa| 
to keep an eye out myself." | 

” Y ou’d better,” Cock-Eye grinned back. Therl 
some things it don’t pay to advertise, an’ ybi 
business dealin’s with Jack Lindsay, is one of 'eij 



CHAPTER XI 


Now,” said T^ctty, after Bob had managed, not 
^thout dilliciilty, to lift himself into his saddle 
M they iiad ritlden for a little while, ” I hope you 
ton't think I'm fresh if I ask you a question or 
lo?” 

I" Certainly not.” 

I" Why have yon come to the Bar K ? ” 

|,v Why do you ask ? ” 

i" Because I want to know. You've ju.st saved 
y life, for one thing : I have a pardonable curiosity 
1 my rescm.T. Then, you must have an object 
|riding so far. We flon’t see many strangers here, 
lie men who do come arc a rough lot — ^most of 
fern. My uncle has little in common witli the 
prld . ho leads a secluded life. I am a little lonely 
hietimes, and- — well, oh, just because I ” 

Bob smiled a little at her mhet^, he could not 
|lp it, but there was just a trace of bitterness 
hind. Her frankncr.s had aroused thoughts which 
jthe excitement of the moment he had been only 
i glad to partially forget. He wished that it 
p possible for liim to be as frank in return, to 

■■ ■ r/\r 
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tell the truth, to make a clean breast of tlie who] 
awful business to this honest-eyed girl who gaze 
at him so unaffectedly. But he knew that hecoi 
not do this. The story of the murder was pe; 
missible perhaps, it must come out sooner or iatj 
in any event, but tliat other. Ugh I He criiigef 
inwardly at tlie mere thought of seeing her eys 
cloud and turn away from him, as he felt .sure tlj 
th^y would if .she once guessed the whole of his sccid' 
Since he had chosen to be a sort of fugitive ratli« 
than to face the music at Moondance he must plat 
the part. He must dissemble or, at least, tell oi 
enough of the truth to explain his visit. 

“ I have an object, of course,” he replied. '' laii 
sick of the town aind town ways. I love the freedon 
of^ these hills. I thought that Dad-your uncle-t 
might need a hand, and — I want to foi'get. Rigl 
now in the beginning I may as well tell you thil 
I am not just what I seem. Until very recent!) 

I had a future, or thought I had. I was a fool,' 
He smiled iigain, in open bitterness this time, ait 1 
turned away his eyes* 

She watched Iiim for a moment, then noddd 
slowly. , ” I think I understand,” she said. ''I'l 
learned a good deal since my amval at the Barl^ 
You re not the only one who has come up hero" 
that way. These raountains are so big, so graid 
so clean ! Many a soul-weaiy human has tunid 
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;o them for peace and found it in the end. But 
rou’re too young to quietly give ujj—too brave and 
ifrong. You should fight ! ” 

(Again Bob sniotliered the smile called forth by 
ier ingenuous way of expressing herself. He saw 
[eeper than she guessed. She had lived solitary 
dtli David Kent for so long that .she had grown 
p see life partly through his eyes. It seemed 
dd in a girl of her youthful appearance, quaint 
Imost. But it added not a little to her 
terra. 

I know,” lie told her, ” I'm not quitting exactly, 
i's merely that just at first I'm a bit dazed by it 
i. It has been so-so sudden. You see, I'm not 
tite sure if I’m — if I am myself or not. It’s a 
pst extraordinary situation.” 

What is ? ” she asked simply. ” Tell me ? '' 
Bob glanced at her quickly, startled at the trend 
:eir conversation had taken. He had not meant 
be so frank. Meaning to dissemble, he had 
ready said too much, or too little, but he was a 
imsy liar, and Betty was a very attractive girl. 

^r somewhat boyish manner by no means detracted 
(m her feminine appeal, and tlrere is something 
out a woman's sympathy and understanding that 
^ hold of a man. This sex attraction (or is it 
|ely subconscious reversion to the days when 
|dhood's troubles were sobbed out on a mother 
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knee ?) accounts for the many secrets which at 
poured into tlie ears of wives Jiiitl sweetliearts Ij 
men who woxilcl suffer torttire rather than conies 
to a fellow male. It is the reason, perhaps, wl) 
so few men are heroes at home, why their woma 
folk nod and smile knowingly to themselves whs 
tlie world applauds some act of virtue. 

Rob Lindsay had but recently come to maii’i 
estate ; his part in the gro(i.t war had not hardeiia 
him ; ho was still essentially a boy in all but yean 
and after the mental hell he had experienced it yit 
not strange that Retty’s sympatliy and interesj 
should go under his guard, or that he slioulid era 
by telling her all about tlic murder. 

She listened without comment, walking her hod 
slowly beside his, looking .straight ahead unthU 
had finished, and for a few minutes afterward slj 
was silent. Then : — 

" It is terrible," .she admitted frankly, looking ii 
at Ixim, " very terrible. Still, you’ve told me notliir, 
that cannot be explained away. You say thatll 
last thing you remember of that awful experieis 
until you awoke in your own room was when evei) 
thing went black ; until then you seem to hiii 
been at least vaguely conscious of your aurroundi^ 
You believe that you attacked your father iffli 
you were, so to speak, unconscious. Peihaps 
!did ; we must admit tlie possibility, I suppc| 
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but your friend Tom Regan, a man of 
perience, does not seem to think so, Nei 
The circumstantial evidence against yon, 
as it is, need not be taken at its face ’ 
may, as Mr. Regan thinics, have been de 
built up by some enemy. Such thi: 
happened.” 

" perhaps. But I'm afraid not in tliis 
I have no enemy. None, that is, who 
to such elaborate pains to injure me, r 
knew of my strange mental condition on t 
night in time to take advantage of it, 
could have known that I meant to retr 
just when I did ; I didn't even icnow i 
The whole thing — that part of it, I rm 
purest accident. I have no enemy who cc 
see that I should wander into the rar 
did.” 

- Betty frowned and bit her lip tlior 
■'But you must have,” she argued. ” 
logical otherwise- Just wait, you’ll see. i 
jver happens without cause. I wish Mi 
were here now so that we might talk thii 
(tve heard uncle speak of him too. He 
i most unusual man.” 

: ” One of the best,” Bob echoed heartily, 
it once to her praise of liis friend. "H 
ather and mother and soinetiring more toj: 
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I was a kid. I never knew my mother, you know 
and my father . . He seemed to choke sudden!' 
and turned away his eyeij. 

The girl said notliing for a moment, watcliinj 
him covertly. She knew that there was somethiiij 
behind all this, something whicli to Bob was wora 
even tlian the possibility that he was a murderer 
so much for intuition. But .sho asked no furtha 
questions, and it wrus Bob himself wlro finally brokf 
the silence. Somehow her simple pi'ofession of faitli 
in his innocence had encouraged him immensely. 

" I’ve been wondering ever since I left," hj 
remarked, " if I haven't done wrong in ninninj 
away. That's almost a confession of guilt in itself, 
Tom, however, seemed to think it best, and atth« 
time I was too beside myself to reason. I just tool 
his word for everything and left.” 

” If you hadn't arrived just when you did you’d 
have been too late to save me from that bull," she 
laughed. ” You’ve had a warm welcome, at anj 
rate, Well, I’m not sony you took Mr Regan's 
advice." 

Just before this they had accomplished the birciiii 
of the grove, and now they saw the ranch spread 
out in front of them. Some distance away a tnao 
was riding across a meadow in tlieir direction. | 
; That's uncle,” said Betty. ” He’s just gettiiij! 
home from pa,sture inspection." j 
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Soon the rider was close enough for them to see 
(lim clearly. He was short and thickset, looking 
as he sat in his saddle almost as broad as he was 
tall, and evidently as hale and hearty as a mountain 
pine. His long gray hair gi-ew low down on his 
neck, and fell back from a prominent brow. His 
face was traced with veins and tiny wrinkles like 
the .slcin of a well-ripened apple, and, like an apple, 
rosy red. The feat;nes were virile and distinctly 
Ijiarked, the eyebrows liigh and bushy, and beneath 
tliem shone a pair of dark eyes, as keen and bright 
a hawk's. But for all its sharpness, there was 
pthing stern or unpleasant about the face. On 
contrary, it seemed fairly to teem with good 
iature and honest shrewdness. 

J For the rest, the man was dressed in rough tweed 
ilothes and flannel shirt open at the neck, heavy 
^ding boots, and broad felt hat. The horse he 
jpde was a blue roan, rangy, with a look of speed 
ptd bottom beyond the ordinary even in a country 
Inhere good horses were the rule. Such was tlie 
|Uter appearance of David Kent, or, as he was 
|ore generally called, “ Dad ” Kent, tlie owner of 
|e Bar K, 

I" What’s happened to you, girl ?" he asked, 
|ter he had cordially greeted Bob and his keen eyes 
|d taken in the dishevelled appearance of them 
|th, speaking in a full, deep voice that seemed to 
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nimble up from his boots. “ You look like you'i 
been roped and drug— the two of you.” 

" Simply that the spotted bull has nearly killei 
us both, and that Mr. Lindsay has killed the biil 
entirely,” Betty answered, and then broke into) 
fluent explanation of their adventure, appealinj 
to her companion at intervJils for confirmation, 

The rancliman’s eyes grew hard as he listened, 
but he did not interrupt. At the end he smiled 
suddenly and thrust out a strong hand |t 
Bob. 

" You’ve done well, lad,” he said heartily. "li 
the brute had harmed her I’d never have got ova 
it. I’ll not forget— you can rest on that. Ym 
killed him with your hands, she .says. The ned 
twist, was it ? H’m 1 It takes skill and courap 
— ^that. Ye’ll do, lad. Come on now, to the how 
with you till we have a look to your hurts." 

He fell in beside tliem forthwith, and togetlm 
they all three rode along the wide lane, bordend 
with tall, cottonwoods, which led to the ranch houit 
With some assistance, for by this time his injurd 
ankle was much swollen and very stiff, Bol 
managed to dismount and get inside with hi 
Dst's help. 

Some time later, after crude but efficient treat 
nent from Kent, who, like most ranchmeUi ya 
seldom at fault in an eraei'gency, Bob was helji 
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into the combination living and dining room, where 
supper was waiting. It was a large, cheerful room, 
furnished comfortably, and carpeted with rugs of 
bear and wolf skins. At one end was a piano, 
and near it a bookcase filled with works of well- 
known authors~the former, as Bob rightly guessed, 
for it had not been there in past days, the property 
of Betty, Opposite the piano was a great fireplace 
in which a log fire blazed merrily, for up there 
in the mountains the evenings were always 
chilly. 

■ Supper went forward with pleasant informality. 
Wfiien he chose, and he chose now, the owner of 
the Bar K could be a host of hosts. His big voice 
bd booming laugh filled the raftered room, his 
^ddy cheeks shone in the mellow lamplight, all 
iglow with good humour and hospitality. Whether 
this super-abundance of good spirits was called 
forth by some secretly imparted liint from Betty, 
^ whether it was merely her uncle’s way of showing 
joy at her almost miraculous escape from the 
pull, matters not. It accomplished its purpose, 
|r a while at least. Bob had not been long at 
ible before he forgot the dull ache in his ankle 
|hd along with it that deeper, sharper pain, which 
md tortured his mind for days, Without any 
pally conscious effort he was soon talking anti' 
lughing freely, 
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Later, when the dislies had been cleared awaj 
and the fire replenished, and the two men wen 
smoking comfortably, Betty sat down at the piano 
She did not do this of her own accord entirely; i 
fact, it was her uncle who insisted in his boominj 
tones that she should play to them. But she coii' 
sented willingly, and then, after letting her fingen 
drift aimlessly along the keys, she suddenly begat 
to sing. Bob had heard good singing before withonl 
being especially moved by it ; he was no great lovei 
of music under ordinary circumstances ; but now- 
peiiiaps it was his own mood that gave added mean- 
ing to the song, or perhaps in her effort to lift theii 
visitor out of his brooding, the girl surpassed her- 
self— that voice seemed to fill tlic whole world witli 
melody. It was not a highly cultivated voice, 
tliough its owner had some training, and the words 
of the song itself were commonplace, but there m 
sometliing gi’eater than words or technique in tk 
lilt of tire thing. Up I up I soared her wild, sweet 
voice, playing on the visitor’s tautened nerves 
until they responded like violin .sti'ings to the toiicli 
of a master’s bow. On went the song with a con- 
stant growth of volume; up I up! higher, yd 
higher, it rose, until the listener’s heart seemed to 
take wing and fly with it into space — ay, to soar 
into the infinite itself and tremble there. And. 
then it fell, swiftly as falls the wild goose pierced 
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through by the hunter's bullet, quivered, and was 
dead. 

Bob breathed deeply then and sank back in his 
qliair, feeling strangely bewildered and exhausted 
in the reaction which now gripped him. He looked 
up and caught Betty smiling at Iiim over her 
shoulder. Her uncle chuckled. 

; " Some singing, eh, lad,” he boomed, waving his 
pipe. " It’s not often my song-bird lets herself 
put, but when .she does . . . well, it lifts the heart 
up out of a man's throat. It’s got a ‘ pull,’ that 
yoice of hers.” 

■ "I've never heard anything like it,” Bob said 
truthfully j ** I’ve never known what music was 
iihtil now. Tlris song of yours, Miss Betty, it takes 
jipld. 

i"It’s wonder music.” 

i Betty swung around on her stool and faced them, 
fn the direct rays of the lamp her eyes shone darkly 
l^iolet. For just a second she caught Bob’s gaze 
jhd held it. Then she laughed and inclined her 
lead in mock humility. 

I ” ' We aim to please,' ” she murmured roguishly, 
|nd added, as she rose to her feet i ” But you praise 
po liighly, I shall sing no more to-night— I 
lave work to do. You two men must amuse 
Ipurselves.” And with that she abruptly left thr 
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David Kent cliuckled, jerked the stem of his pip 
in the direction she had gone, and winked knowingj 
at his guest. This pantomime did not, howevet 
convey much to Bob, who had not yet recoverei 
from the reverie into which the song had plunge; 

him. For a moment both men were silent 
Then; — 

“Fill up your pipe and make yourself comfortably 
lad," tire ranchman urged. “ The ankle’s easier, 
I hope. You’ll need a good rest after the tussli 
you’ve had. Thanks be, you were in time. That 
was never her equal. Bob— never I Quick asi 
steel trap, and looks to dazzle thetn all. Work, 
too 1 she’ll do os much as any man. I’d ratlial 
have her by me when I’m moving stock over rougl 
country than three of my men. Not a young buck 
in the valley but would wade all hell at a nod o{ 
her pretty head. But Betty — she treats 'em al 
alike. It's been like sunrise in the old house eva 
since she put her little foot across the tlu'eshold- 
ay, that it has.” 

Bob knocked his pipe out on the hearth and b^ai 
to fill it afresh, “ Somehow I’d never thoughtrj 
you as a family man, Dad," he observed, reacliini 
for a match. 

No, lad," Kent nodded thoughtfully. "Feij 
'ave, I reckon. I've been alone these many yean 

it my Mary had a sister and Betty is her chili 
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/iTien things went smash back there some months 
Lgo she came to me. I doubt sometimes that the 
■ough life here is just the tiling for her, but she 
leems happy enough.” He fell silent and seemed 
b reflect for a bit. Finally ; " They’re so alike,” 
le muttered. "It’s like having Mary back 
igain.” 



CHAPTER XII 


Next morning Bob awoke early after a fairly sour, 
sleep, rested, but still very sore and stiff as a resul 
of his encounter with the bull. He got up immo! 
lately, however, and dressed himself, and then, ■wit! 
the aid of a stick, limped out on to the veraad 
for " a breath of the morning,” as Regan wou!' 
have called it. 

The dawn presaged the splendour of a perfs 
day. The view from the veranda was inspiriij 
enough to eclipse, momentarily at least, all giro: 
of self, and as he inhaled the heady mountain u 
in huge draughts Bob lost himself in sheer deligti. 
Directly in front of the house was the sharp ccj 
rugated slope and truncated peak of a great nwre: 
tain, flanking the rolling stretches of grassland t 
the midst of which the ranch was located. Sar 
for grazing cattle and thin banks of drifting mist- 
the latter fast melting in the path of the rising sun* 
these slopes were without movement; tire chopp^ 
off top of the mountain stuck up above the seat 
mist like an island floating on clouds. And straigi 
jverhead in the full sweep of the sunlight, which b 
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just topped the eastern range, a pair of great bald 
eagles soared high in the blue, searching the ground 
below them with telescopic vision. 

The ranch house itself, as has been already touched 
'upon, was more substantially built and considerably 
larger than most dwellings of its kind and type, 
its heavy timbers and neatly finished surface told 
plainer than words of the sturdy character of its 
.builder and owner, just as the curtains in the win- 
idows, and the nicely kept beds of flowers on either 
iside the gravelled path made voiceless advertise- 
ifiient that Betty filled her woman’s sphere none the 
less efficiently because of her ability to outride 
niost men and to sing in such fashion as to exalt 
^er hearers. Behind the house, partially shut 
irom view by an ivy-covered trellis, one glimpsed 
outbuildings and orchard, the whole somewhat 
^adowed by the great cliff beyond. A little to 
the left was an immense alfalfa field, criss-crossed 
by laterals, and hemmed on its upper side by a 
ivide irrigation ditch that had its origin in the creek 
iome distance above. 

■ For a long time Bob stood and gazed out upon 
^ this natural beauty, drinking in the keen sweet 
|r, soaking up the essence of the dawn, and in his 
hind for such was his mood just then— comparing 
I majesty and breadth with other more cultivated 
|eWs which he had seen. And doing this, he cam 
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to the conclusion that man’s presence in the world 
can hardly be said to add anything to nature, whicli 
" unadorned adorned the most," to say nothing cl 
the sense of peace and well-being which one almost 
invariably derives from a contemplation of natural 
beauties. Just here his reflections were interrupted 
by the appearance of his host, 

" Good-morning, Bob." the ranchman cried out 
heartily, " You’re out early, I see. ’Tis a good 
sign. I was a mite afraid the ankle might pul 
you on your back for a day or two. lint this moun- 
tain air puts life in a man. Many’s the momiii^ 
have I stood at just this spot and watched the sun 
spread out atop old Baldy yonder. "Fwas that 
mountain I glimpsed first from the foot of the valley 
years ago when I came here as hard-boiled a younj 
hellion as ever forked a horse. And it was the 
mountain, I know now, that bade me stay andi 
plant the seed for the home I’ve builded since,' 
Tis tlie liidden^ hard-to-come-at places in the: 
world, lad, that show us mortals most of God’si 
handiwork,” > I 

The speaker stopped abruptly, and cheery as hkl 
tone had been his eyes clouded. Knowing hini,| 
Bob guessed tliat his words had aroused some everJ 
present memory of the wife who had helped in the 
building of their home. She slept now out there| 
■at the foot of old Baldy in the grave which her mate 
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had dug with his own hands, and of which for ten 
years he had made a kind of shrine. 

“There’s no view like it in all these hills,” Bob 
[ioncurred, after a short pause, “ unless it’s the one 
from the ridge there, just as you drop down on the 
trail. ^Vlien I rode into the valley yesterday 
[ • • • He, too, fell silent suddenly, and looked 
iway. 

David Kent s face cleared instantly. He clapped 
-he younger man on the slioulder with a hearty 
land. 

1 “ Buck up, lad,” he said. “ 'Tis hard at times, 

’ know, but there’s nothing like a stiff upper lip 
ind a mcny smile to chase the blue devils into their 
loles. I’ve been thinking over what you told me 
ast night, and it seems to me that tlie yarn has 
is discrepancies- The evidence against you is all 
ircumstantial, for one thing, and many a good 
iian has been blackened by circumstance. ' We 
iust put our two heads together, lad, and think 
hings out. You’re safe here, for the present at 
ny rate.” 

"Safe I” Bob snorted bitterly, gazing off into 
pace again, “ I’m not thinking of personal safety, 
>ad. You know that. God knows, I hope I’m 
Ot a coward, I can face the music. And G-'* 
pows, too, if I knext) that I was either innocent 
|ilty I'd not be here to-day. As it stands I can 
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fight back ; I’m— I'm not mrt of anything. Still, 
I suppose I did it.” 

Kent considered for a moment. If he was doubt- 
ful or fearful of what might come, he kept Wj 
thouglits to himself, 

” Wliy did you do it, then ? ” he asked finally, 
" He’d insulted me and I hated him. I kept luj 
hands off him at first, but I must have gone bad 
I woke up there in my own bed. My head wi 
hurt. I’d been in a fight or something. I . . 

The ranchman shrugged his shoulders. " The; 
can’t convict you on such testimony,” he declarec 
” I know something of the law. It was a quara 
at the worst. You struck in self-defence, I meat 
You didn’t plan it all beforehand ? ” 

" Of course not. But the rest— I don’t remembe 
We’d quarrelled. Yes. I don't remember fightiii; 
or even returning to the randi at all.” 

*' What do you remember ? ” 

Bob tried hard to send his thoughts back to th 
awful night. He went white to the lips witli t 
effort, there were tiny beads of sweat upon 1 
forehead ; but he shook his head helplessly 
last. 

"I can't,” he answered, "I can’t do it, Di 
I was riding, seeing things — ^lieadless hoiTors- 
thought, tlien. everything went black. I w 
up in the sunlight, dizzy, blood eyerywhero : i 
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ead ached like the dickens. I went downstairs, 
nd found him dead. Then Regan came.” 

: ■* Yes. And good tliat he did too. You’re 
ping the truth as you see it, lad, but you’ve got 
-arped somehow. You don’t really know what 
ou did.” 

fP But I hated him. We’d quarrelled earlier that 
ery day — scores of times before, for that matter.” 
I" It’s a long span between quarrel and murder, 
|)b. Especially in your case. You'd quarrelled 
|fore without trying to kill each otlier. You were 
^t yourself tlrat night — true. But why hasten 
I convict yourself ? This last quarrel now, it 
r^s worse than most, I take it ? I'm not prying 
|to private matters, lad. You know that. You 
pedn’t answer if you feel you shouldn't. But ...” 
|f' I know, I know, Dad. It’s your right.” The 
|y’s face seemed suddenly to age, he swallowed 
Ihvulsively. ” My God I if you could only know 
|e hell I've lived in. I’ve told you all of it, all — 

|1 ( but — but tliat. I haven’t told that to anybody 
jcept Tom, and not all to him. But you — ^you 
pst know — both of you. It’s not easy telling, 
u — ^you must. ..." 

' Wait a bit.” Kent seemed suddenly to tliink 
something, He looked around, then caught 
b by tile elbow and started to move toward tl 
Inda steps. " Betty’s in the back somewhere, 
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he explained ; “ she might come any minute Tt 
neai- breakfast time. We'U just go where wJ 
talk quiet.” 

Bob said nothing. Almost like one in a drea, 
he walked, or limped, where the other led him,o; 
of the yard across a strip of meadow toward} 
clump of pines at the base of the mountain. Hen 
stooping beneath the low branche.?, they m 
trated to tlic heart of the clump, a kind of naturj 
amphitheatre which had been walled with hii^ 
stones and sown with clover and blue grass, a 
that it sparkled in tire morning sunshine like a deni 
emerald. Near the centre of the enclosure was! 
peat boulder, bearing an inscription chiselled inlj 
its face, and at the foot of this was a thick bed] 
violets, which, as Bob knew, covered that whil 
the ranchman cared for most in all the world, 1 

1 



CHAPTER XIII 

Iere in tlie shadow of his wife’s tombstone Kent 
jated himself and drew his companion down beside 
im, 

" We can talk here without fear of interruption, 
id," he said, ” Whatever is said here will go no 
u-ther. If it’s guidance we need— and who does 
ot ?— we'll get it here, if anywhere on eartli." 
ijBob nodded absently. It was plain that his 
jrroundings had failed to impress him, that he 
'ds too immersed in his own reflections to be cog- 
isant of the compliment the ranchman had paid 
im in conducting him to this holy of holies ; plain 
JO, now that opportunity had come, that he found 
; hard to tell what he knew that he must tell. He 
esitated for a space as if trying to collect his 
loughts, then plunged abruptly into his recital, 
liking hurriedly as men do when they make con- 
sSsion that hurts. 

'Til have to go back a bit," he explained, "so 
jat you'll understand what comes later. The 
lurder is really the least of what I have to talk 
|out— I've .told you all I actually know of { 
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tliat already— it’s- it’s. . . . Well, to begin \vii 
Jackson Lindsay was not my fatlier at all I ” 

As he voiced this statement, which, not i 
naturally, he seemed to expect to startle his coi 
panion, Bob paused and looked up quicldy. E 
Kent gave no sign tliat the words had gone hon 
If he was sur])rised, as well he might have be< 
he did not show it ; his expression did not chan 
in the slightest. Ho waited calmly for the speak 
to continue. 

“ I haven’t known it long," Bob added at lai 
when he saw that no comment was coming, "on 
since just before the murder, in fact, but perha 
I should have guessed at something of the soi 
You see — ^it is more or less common knowledge, 
believe~my father (I must still call him that) and 
have never been exactly— well, congenial. I thii 
now that in a way he’d always hated me, but I . , 
Well, I guess there’s no use going into that now. 

"At first, during my boyhood, I mean, I sawvei 
little of him, He was, as you know, a nian ' 
peculiar habits, and he lived mostly at the rand 
keeping me away at school. Then later I camel 
liye permanently at tire Half Moon, and it was thl 
'at I began to really know the man whom V\ 
ays called ' father.’ 

In tliose days, tliough naturally of a silent ai 
mewhat morose habit, he treated me klnijl 
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^ughi find we got along after a fashion ; at least, 
Idid not actually clash ; although I’m afraid I 
I acquired the habit of ‘going on my own,’ 
I when I needed companionship or advice I 
If to Tom Regan for it. At first, if, indeed, 
^noticed it at all, my father ignored this boyish 
Iference of mine. He kept me fairly well supplied 
I pocket money, which, as a matter of fact, I 
Itly earned by work on the ranch, and except 
fieals we often never saw each other for days, and 
|e were intervals when we never saw each other 
ll. Still, tliere was at this period no real friction 
|veen us ; I was content in a harum-scarum sort 
|ay, and if I did not actually feel a son’s affection 
|the man I lived with I at least respected him 
ilgh to avoid conflict with liim,” 

|l know, I understand, lad,” tlie ranchman 
ided. ” You needn't try to explain the feeling 
it was between you. I know you and I knew 
|r dad after a fashion. He was a strange man 
piany ways, was Jack Lindsay.” 

19b nodded. ” Yes,” he agreed, ” he was a 
|nge man. Dad ; but his strangeness never 
|ime marked — at least not in my eyes — ^until 
|r I returned from France a year ago. Until 
In, as I have said, he'd been silent, momse, 
|my at times ; but he’d given me a free rein 
||ly, and I thought we understood each other. 
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For a long time I’d had practically full charge# 
tlie ranch and cattle, and I was happy. Thentl 
war caught us and I WJis away for two years. % 
I returned— a good deal of a nervous wreck, h 
afraid— I found everything changed. My falls 
had never been exactly temperate, hut nowl 
drank hard, and when he wa.s in liquor he rvasi 
—a beast 1 It was thou, I think, as I look ImJ 
upon it now, that I began actually to hate thenw 
I— I . . 

Bob choked and stopped abruptly. For a moinei 
save for a faint rustling of the trees, the glades 
silent. Then he went on : 

'* All this was rotten bad, of course, but ai 
all it might have been worse. It could be bo 
at least, and I boro it as well as I could. I igno 
his sneers and his insults, and I tried to ovctl 
the orgies— parties,’ he called them— which v 
frequently staged at the house. Still, it was ( 
natural that we should quan'cl at times. I ' 
tinued, ostensibly at least, to live at the ra 
but I kept to myself and away on the rang 
much as I could. You see, I had no monc 
speak of, he’d seen to that, and— well, dam 
I was a fool, I suppose. I should have left 
But I didn’t. I wanted to hide the trut 

mnted to avoid a scandal. I tried to excus 

lotions by laying them to drink ; and I knew 
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own nerves were in rotten shape. Perhaps J 
^as too sensitive — too squeamish. I kept things 
[Mostly to myself too. I hardly mentioned what 
■^as going on even to Tom. 

V ''But the thing couldn't be kept wholly quiet, 
lily father went out of his way to insult and per- 
secute me. He seemed to take delight in seeing me 
|squimi. Many times when the drink was in him 
Ihfe said things which from any other man would! 
mave called for physical retaliation. Still, by 
: ^wallowing my pride and keeping away from the 
; house as much as possible I managed to avoid open 
conflict. You see, I Imew it couldn’t last for ever, 
i' meant to get out some day. I'd saved a little 
tend made an investment in the new oil fields over 
the Basin. I meant to pull up stakes for good!, 
^ut meanwhile I could only wait and hope. That's 
fabout how things stood on the niight that I — that 
|jhe was killed." 

Pausing again, Bob reached into his pocket for 
(higarette material, wliich he slowly twisted into 
^hape, while Kent stared straight before him at 
itlie base of the tombstone. For an interval neither 
'irnan spoke, each seemed buried in his own reflections. 
Ithen the boy inhaled a deep puff or two and resumed . 

I' . t The rest is soon told,” he said, " or, at any rate, 
puch part of it as you’ve not already heard. It's 
ppie part tlrat . . . But I’ll stick to my yam. 
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Just before dusk tliat clay I rode into the rand 
after a trip over to tire Basin, where I'd been lookbj 
over my oil gamble. It’s a pretty long, hard ride 
you know, by the mountain road, but the news !'( 
got of my ventimc had been better than good, ani 
I was consequently more elated than tired. li 
fact. I’d come home merely to announce my h, 
tention of leaving the Halt Moon for good withii 
a few days, and to get together some of my personi^ 
stuff. The minute I entered the house, however 
I got a jolt. 

“ My father had been drinking heavily. He wai 
drunk. I saw that instantly even before I liearj 
the foul name he hurled at me by way of greeting; 
but I was too tired and happy just then to tail 
back. I simply walked by him and went on ii[ 
to ray own room. He followed me. A woinaii 
who had been drinking with him remained down 
stairs. I saw no one else in the hou.se. 

"'You young dog,’ he sneered, very drunk, ant 
leaning against the side of the doorway to stead) 
himself. 'You ... I Where the hell have y« 
been this past week ? Why don’t you work im 
your keep, you . . .' 

" He got no farther, Dad.- As I’ve tried to malti 
clear to you, I’d always swallowed or ignored hii 
insults — up to a certain point at least ; but I'i 
warned him long ago to keep his tongue off certaii 
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words, and until that night he had heeded the 
warning. Drink or the Devil had got him at last, 
(lowever : he more tlian just passed the limit. He 
Was just getting started good when I took him by 
the shoulders. For an instant I shook him as a 
log might shake a rat, then I came to myself enough 
;o realise what I was doing— he was no match for 
ne physically, you know, at any time, least of all 
vhen the drink was in him — and — well, he was my 
atlier. Feeling a bit ashamed of myself, I let him 
(0. But I was still pretty mad. 

“ ' You’d better get out before I hurt you,' I 
pld him, or words to that effect. ‘ Some day I'U 
orget myself, forget you’re my father.’ 

He laughed at that. Though this was the first 
[me I’d ever actually laid hands on him he didn’t 
sem much frightened. He began to sneer at me, 
flbbing himself where my fingers had cut in. 

You're a hell of a fellow, ain’t you?' he 
Eieered. ' Beating up an old man who's been a 
rther to you' all your life. A father I Bali I God 

liows, you need a father, and a mother too. You’re 

\y son, you think. You’re wrong, you young fool I 
never had a son. You’re a bastard, that’s what 
pu are, A dirty bastard I ' " 



CHAPTER XIV 


UxTERiNG the last words in a voice the very souiii 
of which somehow gave the impression that thei 
mere articulation caused him physical as well a 
mental torture, Bob clioked and stared at the ground 
trembling visibly, as a man trembles who has beei 
through the most violent exertion. He did no 
look at his companion at all, had not looked athin 
in fact for several minutes, but had he done soli 
would have seen a remarkable change in the ranch 
man’s good-natured face. Its ruddy hue had givei 
place to a dull mottled white, the lips had grow 
hard and thin, and the keen eyes stared straighl 
ahead, unwinking as glass. P’or a space both mei 
were silent and motionless as the stones around 
them, then Kent's right hand crept out and fastened 
on Bob's left. 

'■You killed liim then, lad?" he asked in a 

hoarse voice. " You killed him tlien ? " 

"No," Bob answered without looking up, biilj 
his slim brown fingers wound themselves around^ 
those rougher,' thicker ones. " I didn't kill him’ 
pad, not then at any rate ; I've told you tlie trjItM 
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but I came near it. He was alive T,Vhen I left the 
ranch, alive and laughing at me, although I think 
he was a little afraid too — soiTy almost — at what 
'he'd done. It was the drink in him, I think, that 
and rage, tlrat made him go farther than he meant. 
But he told the truth — I read it in hi.s eyes. And 
he laughed, I tell you. He Imighed I It’s that, 
iiDad, tlmt, that’s driving me mad. That tliat made 
ja wild man of me that night. I’m nothing I I 
|javen't a name even. I . . . Oh, my God 1 
[Gan't you understand ? I . . .” 

|> The ranchman's grip tightened on the boy's 
|ngers. For a little he kept silent. Then : — 

I “ Yes, Bob, I understand,” he said slowly. " It 
pbes you credit, too, though it near makes me angry 
|6 think you should so mistake friendship. Did 
|ou think it was your right to the name you wear 
lliat has made you welcome here ? Does the fact 
|iat you've lost tliat right, or think that you have — 
pr it’ll take more than the drunken word of Jack 
lindsay to convince me of it — ^^does that fact make 
Ibu any the less a man}** 

I Bob looked up hesitatingly, not sure, perhaps, 
Jiat he had heard aright, and the ranchman’s face 
I he saw it now had changed again, changed back 
I the kindly visage which had greeted him on the 
lyanda an hour ago. For a moment he stared 
||.rchingly, then Kent smiled and patted the hand 
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he held, almost as one might pat the hand of an 
ailing infant. 

“You’ve been through hell, lad,” he said, "Yoa 
are overwrottght. ’i'ake a grip on yourself 
and listen while I tell yon what should go far fe 
smother your doubts. The hand of Fate is in this 
thing, I do believe. El.se why .should I be the first 
to hear your story ? I knew Jack Linrlsay years 
ago. Bob, when he was a different man than the 
one you know. His name was not Lindsay then 
at all: it was vSlade— John Slade, or ‘Yankee 
Jack,' as most called him. Ho carried a black 
reputation in those days, did Yankee Jack, but 
he’d tried to live it down, 1 thought, and . . ." 

Startled apparently by the sudden change ol 
expression in his young friend's face, Kent paused; 
and for a moment the two geized at each other in 
silence. Then Bob made a quick motion with his 
hand, as though bmshing something from before 
his eyes. 

“You knew him,” he breathed. “You knew 
him. Dad I Slade, you say ? ” Then, clutchinji 
at tlrn ranchman’s arm. “Tell me I tell mel" htj 
exclaimed. 

Dad .smiled quietly. “ I’m just doing tliat, lad;] 
lie went on. “ It's not so much I really know, jli 
that, but it should help us to search out the truthil 
^Over in tlie Colorado mining country, it was, intlifj 
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lays when things were a lot rougher than they are 
low. We were both young then. Jack Slade and 
, and our trails crossed a time or two. That was 
fefore I came up here and settled down to 
inching. 

: " Yankee Jack had made his pile, I heard later, 
1 a mine upcountry somewhere. Then I lost 
rack of him for a bit, only to meet liim again in 
[oondance just after I located up here. He'd sold 
ut his mining interests, he told me, and drifted 
cross into Wyoming to ranch, much the same as 
had myself. He called himself Lindsay then, 
.didn't ask any questions much. In tliose days 
man's past was his own affair — a good many of 
3 had travelled under more different names than 
e botliered to talk about. I just took it for granted 
lat Yankee Jack had been an alias that Lindsay 
anted to forget, and I let it go at that. You 
ere with him when he showed up in Moondance — 
tow-headed lad of five or so. That was the first 
ever saw of you." 

" He You never heard anything about our 

ist, then ? " 

"No. No more tlian I've said, lad. I wish I 
ight tell you different, but I can’t," Kent shook 
3 head and smiled a little sadly at the younger 
|n’s suppressed eagerness. " But tliat don't 
|an anything,” he continued hastily. " As I've 
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said, it was a big countiy, and in those days wj 
didn't ask questions, I just gathered, sort ot 
that you were Jack's boy ; so did everybody elsj 
He was a close-niouthcd man, your father, and ij 
had few friends. He kept his past behind a curtfiij 
But as for— for what you've told me, I don't beliey^ 
it, son. You're no relation of Jack’s, perhaps] 
that's possible, but you’ve nothing to be ashamej 
of. Better forget that part of it and settle doJ 
to clearing yourself of tlxis murder business. 'Thl 
truth is bound to come out some day. Just yoJ 
rest easy about that,” j 

"I wish to heaven I could,” Bob mutter J 
bitterly, ” I've seemed for days to be living ini 
constant nightmare. It’s bad enough not to ki J 
whether I'm guilty of the murder or not. But thl 
other. He didn't lie, I tell you I I’m sure he 
didn t he I And anyhow I can prove nothing, I( 
all happened so long ago — I’ve been with hini 
all niy life. There’s no proof— no witnesses- 
nothing 1” 

” Maybe not, but I wouldn't be too sure, my lad.'! 
Kent spoke with an appearance of confidence whichj 
to tell the trutli, he was far from feeling. ” Yon’y« 
plenty of friends left, and Tom Regan, for one, 
a man who has fatliomed deeper mysteries. Just 
keep your courage high and wait a bit. We'll find 
a way between us,” 
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" Does Tom Regan know all that you've just told 
tiie of the past ? ” Bob asked. 

“ Not to my knowledge, lad ; we've never talked 
jf it. But we'll tell him, of course. StiU, it is 
lardly likely that the past can have anything to do 
^th the present mystery. I’m inclined to tliink, 
father, that Jack Lindsay was killed in a drunken 
Irawl, or maybe tlie Gray Hoods had a hand 

g ‘‘The Gray Hoods," Bob repeated quicldy, look- 
almost startled for an instant. “ Surely, Dad, 
j/ou don’t believe in that nonsense? Why, they 
ky in town, that ...” 

I" I know, I know,” Kent interrupted tolerantly. 
■Moondance would have it that tlie Hoods dls- 
anded after the war, and perhaps tliey did. It’s 
;|i)t for me to say. I only know that there’s been 
jme queer goings on in the mountains of late, 
she bootleggers have been getting pretty bold since 
ge lid went on, and I’ve heard tell that Sheriff 
pnt is in cahoots with some of ’em. Your father, 

i b, was concenred in the trade, I’ve heard. Per^ 
aally I don't hold with Prohibition,, but law 
law, and Luke Flint has no right to wink at 
ph doings. He’s crooked, Flint is; he’ll bear 
Itching.” 

'■ You don't think that he had anything to do 
fh my— with tlie murder, do you*?" 
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“ No, Can’t say as I do, lad. That would k 
going pretty far. But it might bo the finish o| 
some quarrel tliat we can only gue.ss at right now, 
Jack Lindsay was n heavy drinker. He got fhij 
liquor some place. It may be that the Hoods hav^ 
been reorganised, and if they have . . . But that's 
telling. We'd better not cro.ss our bridges before 
we get to ’em. Give Tom I^egan a chance to sire' 
things up. He’s sharp as an old hc-coyote, Tomis,! 
Now, if you’re done talking, we’d better go td 
breakfast, I reckon. I heard the bell some timd 
ago." I 

After breakfast, as Bob was too lame to go fJ 
from the house, Betty suggested that he shotill 
help her to place new comb foundations in a mnnb| 
of empty honey frames which she wished to makl 
ready for her beehives, and, accordingly, off ilw| 
went. The locus operandi was in a shaded spol 
not far from the base of the cliff, Here was a stacl 
of the wooden frames, or " supers," as they arj 
called, and the two were soon busily engaged iJ 
attaching the tiny fragments of prepared comb t| 
the nan ow slats which formed tlie tops and bottonil 
of tile supers. 1 

Thus the morning passed pleasantly enoughl 
It was very comfortable there in the shade, and Bo| 
'oon came to the conclusion that tliere were morl 
npleasant tasks tlmn tliat of invalid assistant ti 
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lovely girl, who made no concealment of the fact 
iat she was interested in her guest. Not that 
ie was in the least forward or inclined to senti- 
i'entality— that was not Betty’s way at all. It 
ias just that she was easy to look at : a fine type 
{ happy, healthy young woman, sitting there 
jjposite him on an upturned box, her short sleeves 
Iving free play to her pretty arms, and laughing 
hd chatting as her nimble fingers placed at least 
biee "starters” to his more clumsy one. Now, 
job was nothing of a ladies’ man, especially in his 
resent frame of mind; but he could not help 
iiinking as he sat there watching her how nice it 
going to be to live in the same house with her 
|r a while. Soon liis thoughts turned to David 
|kt, and the aptness of the ranchman's words 
Ijlien he likened the coming of his niece to " sunlight 
I the house " recurred to him, 

I*' Where is Dad— your uncle ? ” he asked then. 

I" Uncle ? Oh, he’s over at the barns, or out 

f the range somewhere, I suppose. He’s a good 
al like these bees of mine— he’s never idle. The 
ttle have begun to drift down from the upper 
fixtures recently, and that keeps him on the go, 
ie beef herd will have to be shipped before long 
io ; the men have already begun to gather, I 
|lieve.” 

"Of course. These lull ranchers must ship 
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early to avoid snow. It’s some time since r 
assisted at a real old-fashioned roimd-iip” j 
grinned boyishly, pleased at the prospect of actk 
and leaned forward to reach for a fresh supply 
the honeycomb. ^ 

Betty smiled to herself. She was tickled at ti 
quick recovery her patient seemed to be makin 
not from his phy.sical lmrts~-for they had bef 
trivial to start with — but from that air of extreii 
despondency which had weighed upon him whe 
he arrived at the ranch. She felt that her efiori 
to clieer him up were already bearing fruit; als 
perhaps, being a pretty woman, she was not enty 

unaware that he enjoyed her company for its owl 
sake. 

She looked up suddenly and a quick expressioi 
of annoyance flashed into her face. Following ka 
glance, Bob peered through a fringe of trees whlcl 
partially concealed them and perceived a nijj 
mounted on a. splendid bay horse, riding slowlj 
m their direction. He was dressed in the nondfr; 
senpt apparel of a working stockman, and oval 
at that distance he somehow gave one the impressid 

of^being thorouglily at home. | 

I Who is it. Miss Betty ? " Bob asked quickly. I 

it’s Bruce," she replied, " Bruce Eaton. He'| 
^ our range foreman. A good cattle man, uncle say^l 
an all tliat, but . . She bit her lip. Tili|| 
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added suddenly : “ I wonder what he is coming here 
for ? I thought he was in the mountains with the 
^nen. Do you think it best for him to see you here ? 
ifle might talk, and . . 

Bob took the hint at once. For the moment he 
had almost forgotten that he was, in a way at least, 
h fugitive, and that he owed it to David Kent, if 

no one else, not to advertise unduly his presence 
^ the Bar K. There is a penalty for the harbouring 
‘pr aiding of men who are “ wanted,” and though, of 
gourse, Bob as yet had no Icnowledge that he had 
been formally accused, he knew that he must be at 
bast suspected of being concerned in the murder, 
^nder the circumstances it would be sheer fool- 
hardiness for him to court notice, 
p ” Of course," he nodded, rising to his feet, really, 
lery grateful for Betty’s tact and quick wit, although 
I galled him to be forced to hide and for this reason 
|is manner may have seemed just a little strained. 
I I’d better get out of sight, I expect. I’ll step 
|hto the shed here ’’—indicating a small tool-house 
|vhich stood nearby. "I don’t think he s 
|een us yet.” And he suited the action to the 
[word. 

I' On came the horse, and Bob, who could see all 
liat took place through a crack in tire wall of his 
lifuge, thought at first that the rider might pass 
Kthout noticing them at all, but Betty’s whit 
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dress caught his cy6» pulled up and turnei 

toward her. 

" Morning, Miss Betty,' he called out. " Where’s 
Dad?” 

" I'm sure I don't know,” the girl replied some, 
what coldly. " He went out as lusual after break- 
fast. You’ll find him H'c fields somewhere i( 
you’ll look, I think." 

The foreman nodded, but seemed in no hurry to 
continue Iris search. If he noticed Betty’s coolness) 
at all he successfully concealed the fact as he dis-) 
mounted and anchored hi.s hor.se by the siniplo) 
process of dropping his reins to the ground. To| 
Bob it appeared that he was pleased at this chancel 
meeting. 

” I've rode in to report,” he explained casually 
removing his big hat and beginning to mop his faa 
and neck witli a large handkerchlel. " We'v( 
found that bunch of T-J yearliii’s Dad’s been 
anxious about. By golly, it’.s sure hot in the 
sun I ” / 

Betty nodded without looking up from her work, 
which seemed all at once to require licr full attention, 
Still unabashed by tile coolness of his reception; 
however, the new-comer, having fmislied operations 
with the handkerchief, produced the ” makings, "i 
ad sat down on the box which Bob had sd 
Gently vacated. Wliatever his shortcoming^ 
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^ight be, it was plain that he did not lack in self- 

assurance. 

" You look cool enough, Miss Betty,” he observed 
yter a moment, manipulating tobacco and paper 
vvith pi’actised fingers and eyeing the girl in a way 
wliicli Bob somehow found unpleasant ; although, 
'bt course, the watcher had to admit that the whole 
affair was none of his business. He had no personal 
interest in the matter. Nevertheless he found this 
isniooth appearing cowman in his chaps and spurs 
|nd big black hat a decided nuisance. He was a 
little consoled, however, when he remembered that 
look of annoyance which had fliished into Betty’s 
iace at sight of the visitor — a look with winch her 
banner now seemed entirely in harmony. 

I The foreman proceeded to make himself thor- 
Sbglily at Ixome. In tlie deliberate manner of 
I man with plenty of time on his hands he rolled 
|nd lighted his cigarette, snapping the burnt match 
|way with a little flourish. Then: — 

I;" Heard the news?” he inquired casually, and 
ivhen Betty, still without looking up, shook her 
lead : " Pat Osgood, the game warden, went 

ifirough camp early to-day. He says old Jack 
pndsay of the Half Moon outfit was murdered the 
Itiier night — him and some woman. All Moon- 
Ipince is bet up over it, Pat says. Young Bob— 
pek's son — is missin’, and they seem to tlunk he 
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did the job. The vSlu!riff’.s huntin’ him right now, 
It’s the first murder we’ve had in these parts iit 
many a moon." 

“ Indeed 1 How exciting.’’ The girl’s self-control, 
at least in so far as her voice was concerned 
Was almost uncanny, but her face went white! 
"They think the young man— -the son —did it 
then ? How terrible.’’ 

" Sure is." Eaton appeared disajopointed at her 
lack of interest in so sensational a tit-lnt. Most 
women, he thought, would have deluged him with 
questions. * Can’t say I blame him a whole lot— 
the son, I mean,” ho went on, after an instant. 
" Jack Lind.say was a no-account cuss. Still, 
murder is murder. They’ll make quick work ol 
him when they catch him, I reckon,’’ 

The woman, who was she ? " Hetty asked, 
looking up for an instant. 

I don’t know. Pat didn’t say exactly. But 
they re not accusin' Bob of her death, I understand, 
It seems she was killed b}' Lindsay himself. It’s 
a kind of a queer snarl, I take it, all around." 

"Oh I " There was an accent of relief in tlwi 
gill s voice as she bent over her task again, and] 
thiough his peephole the watcher saw the pii>k:| 
slowly flow back into her checks. | 

For his own part, Bob was so startled by part o| 
lat the foreman had said that he could scarcol| 
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contain himself. He had known nothing of a woman 
being killed. Was it possible that Eaton had been 
misinformed, or , . . For a little it was all he 
could do to Iceep from rushing out of the shed and 
questioning the man himself. He was prevented 
from this rashness, however, by the timely amval 
of David Kent, and soon afterward the ranch owner 
and his foreman departed together. 



CIIAFfER XV 


About the niidcllc of a sultry afternoon a few days 
after his interview with Sheriff Flint, Tom Regan 
sat down to rest upon a fallen tree some two miles 
as the crow flics— though nearly twice that distance 
by the route he had been forced to follow—from 
Half Moon Ranch. All around him was almost 
virgin wilderness: tall pines, interspersed with 
thickets of (juaking aspens, covered the rocky slopes 
of the mountains, which viewed from the ranch ha:}: 
seemed so like a huge patchwork of mottled grecit 
and brown. Beneath tlie pines it was veiy stillj 
stagnant almost ; save for the dull roaring of si 
waterfall a few hundred yards away there was n| 
sound, and as the rumble of traffic in a great city* 
becomes jiart and parcel of the very atmosphef^ 
itself, so did the roaring of waters blend with 
mountain silence as to seem an integral part of it| 
The w'hole forest appeared lifeless, there was n| 
movement anywhere, not even a .squirrel barke| 
its challenge at the visitor as he settled back in | 
fork of the tree and filled and lighted his batterel 
'omcob. I 

Since very early that moming , he had bej 
,■ : 142 
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constantly upon the move, first at the Half Moon, 
'where he had opened the safe and searched its 
interior, then on the trail of the mysterious horse- 
men, wluch had led him from the ranch house across 
the pastures and tip the slope of the foothills into 
tlie heavy timber that covered the sides of the 
mountains. At first, this trail, tliough practically 
invisible to ordinary eyes, had been comparatively 
easy for Regan to follow, but beneath the shadow 
pf the trees, where the ground was carpeted inches 
lleep with firmly packed leaves and needles, the 
horses had left so little tace of their passing that 
|he tracker had been forced to employ every atom 
U skill he possessed. 

!i Then, finally, he had entirely lost the trail. Four 
fees, beginning from a point some distance back, 
where a mis-step had caused one of the horses to 
pip and make an indi.sputable mark in the leaves, 
pe had followed the spoor up the slope and around 
pe end of a limestone ridge, and each time he had 
|st it at the edge of a shale formation that made a 
parren scar nearly an acre wide in the midst of a 
|ee-clad park. For a long time now he had been 
ialted at this barren spot, unable to discover where 
|ic men he trailed had crossed or encircled it. 
|p an inexperienced observer it might have looked 
I if the two horses and their riders had vanished 

Stotheair. 
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Big Tom, liowcver, was no belicvor in miracles 
His former experience as a pcacc-offiiH'r had taught* 
him to mistnist the obvious; in the past he had- 
followed many a cleverly concealed trail, and he 
knew, as certainly almost as if ho had actually seen 
them do it, that tlie men ho followed had deliberately 
chosen to pass over the barren in order to "lose 
themselves." All that really jmzzled him was whew 
and how they had managed to exit without making 
a trail. They had gone .somewluirt!, of course 
Wiere ? 

It was more in an attemirt to tiiink out an answer 
to this all-important riddh*. than lu'cause he was 
tired that Regan Jiad seat<jd himscif, and as ho 
smoked, his thoughts as well as his iiytis were veryi 
busy. Foot by foot, almost inch by inch, he; studied' 
the topography of the neigld)mirhood. and at the; 
same time his methodical mind sifted and catalogued 
all that he .saw. He was mentally eliminatingi 
eveiytliing tliat conld be of m possible valuej 
retaining for future reference only such features^ 
as his experience told him Ire iniglit eventually wislii 
to use. I 

Some , three hundred yards away mid directly in| 
front of where he sat the creek ran swift and strong 
through a deep rockbound cleft, or gorge. Thii 
gorge was nearly a quarter of a mile long and ver)| 
arrow, being nowhere over thirty feet in width| 
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but it fanned out abruptly at its lower extremity 
between sloping banks. At its upper end the gorge 
\fiis crossed and entirely blocked by a pci-pendicular 
|iff of considerable height, and over this the water 
bf the creek fell in an almost solid sheet into the 
bhurned-up pool beneath, looking like frothy cream 
|rcm a short distance away. Coni])letely isolated 
lind rarely visited by man, the spot was known to 
fountain travellers as the “ White h'alls.'' 

For a long time Big Tom sat motionkiss. Save 
ff a thin sjriral of bluish smoke from his pipe, he 
light have been a part of the great bole against 
hich he leaned, so perfectly did his nondescript 
Ipthing blend with the rough bark and moss. At 
ist he got up and walked down the hill. His 
>bson told him that there was but one answer to 
is problem. Since the horsemen had vanished 
[itliout leaving a trail they must have departed 
ij? way of the creek bed, wading or riding in the 
Riming water, which would, of course, obliterate all 
laces of their passage. It was an ancient Indian 
|se that was familiar to all frontiersmen. 
lAnd if they had done this in order to reach the 
Ikk bed from the barren, there was but one direct 
|(ite which could be depended upon to show no 
lacks ; a way that wound around the lower end 
itlie gorge and down over a sloping bank of wate: 
l^nnelled stone. Regan followed this path nov 
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and when lio reached tlie bottom of the bank'] 
pinned in sati.sfn.ction. So fur, ut kixst, his reaso; 
ing Iiiid bt!on correct. lie hud found his first re 
clue. 

I-Icrc was u nuriow strip of dump, liurd-packe 
sand, and at tlic <ulgn of this, jnu tly in the watei 
was tlie indistinct outline of u luiniun foot. Lit 
Crusoe on ids lonely island, though perhips 
vastly different reasons, Regan stared at tlii 
certain indication of man’s pas.sage. Ifij felt com 
fidont now that he would ev(!ntually come up will 
those he follow(!d. 'lYue. tliere was no sign hen 
of the liorscs he liad tracked all day ; but thiswaj 
a minor detail. After all, it w.is the riders, noj 
tiaeir mounts, whom lie wanted to find, and it waj 
unlikely that this foot]>rint could liavo been mad| 
by any one else. It was comparatively fiaish an| 
m a location which precluded the i)i'()bability «| 
chance wanderers. | 

For^ several minutes Regan studied it. lookinj 
from it up and down and across the little strcail 
in the slowly calculating manner of one who figunl 
a piobleni. At last he shook his head, I 

"They didn’t cross," he deckled, "not here, J 
any rate. They couldn’t hardly: that bank yondeJ 
too steep. They waded the crick a-ways-the| 
‘ire did. Up or clown ? H’m I " I 

Rubbing his chin, he eyed the rnsliing \vat| 
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:thoughtfiilly, noted that it ran about two feet 
ideep over a comparatively smooth, tlioiigh stony, 
bottom, and turned back to climb the bank he had 
just descended. He was too careful a man, too fully 
;aware of the value of making haste slowly, to jump 
:at conclusions and waste priceless time upon a 
wild goose chase. He meant to be as sure as possible 
that he was al)solutely right in his deductions before 
ihe proceeded farther. 

V He ascended the bank and made his way along 
|the lim of the gorge until he was halted by the sheer 
ivvall of the cliff. Here he lay down at full length 
(and peered over at the waterfall and the pool into 
(which it tumbled. 

I On botli sides of the fall, through the ages which 
iilad passed since its inception, the rock had become 
l^orn and hollowed by the constant action of the 
-water until a basin of possibly a dozen yards in 
(diameter had been formed there. In a measure 
(the walls overhung this basin, so that, looking from 
|bove, one derived tire impression of gazing down 
|nto a great pot or cauldron. And this impression 
fwas enhanced by the fact that the basin was filled 
|yitli drifting clouds of steam-like spray and vapour, 
(^hich made it impossible to see the bottom clearly. 

I Still one could see after a fashion, and beyond 
|he whirlpool, almost directly under tlie fall but a 
|ttle to one side of it Regan made Out that the^ 
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creek ran shallow and clear over a smooth stone 
bottom- evidently a sunken lijdf'e which rimmed 
the dce])er middle biusin— -and this shallow niarcin 
appeared to jiass around tlie ojiposite corner or 
wing, ot the watis fall. In other words, as far as 
could be glimpsed from above, there seemed to be 
a pathway there hy whicli a man miglil jiass behind 
I'be curtain of water, provided- -and this Rig Tom 
could not discern from where he lay- that tlio cliff 
back of the fall reci^ded somewhat, as is usuallv 
the case. In fact, taking the trail he had followed 
as a premise, it began to look to Regan as if tlie 
waterfall might screen the entrance to some sub- 
terranean passage, or grotto, into which one mipht 
penetrate. ° 


Moving Irackward from the edge of the gorge to 
a spot where the roar of the fall became enough 
subdued by distance to permit of quiet thouglit, 
Regan reflected for a little. Like so many men of 
an active and adventurous luibit, he was a firm 
believer in wbat he called his ” hunches,” and he 
had a hunch now that the men ho sought, or dm 
which would lead straight to them, were to be 
ound beliiiicl that wall of water and stone. That^ 
th^ were desperate men he had every reason to j 
believe ; he liad long since practically made up liisj 
mind, regardless of what any one else might thinki 
me contrary, that they were responsible for| 

■ i 
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indsay’s min der, and he Icnew that men who have 
sne murder once will do it again if need be. But 
was not fear that made him hesitate now. He 
anted merely to be sure of capturing the assassins 
ice he came face to face with them, and the only 
uestion in Iiis mind now was this : should he pro- 
sed with his investigations single-handed, or should 
} wait until he had obtained sufficient help to 
inround the gorge and secure the capture of the 
lilty men ? 

He was on the point of deciding in favour of the 
irmer alternative, for he was both impatient and 
arful of delay now that the solution of the mystery 
lemed to be almost within his gmsp ; in fact he 
w in the very act of turning back toward the 
eek bed, when sometliing occmred that made him 
rget everything except what lay before his eyes. 

A fla.sh of movement at the farther or opposite 
de of the barren had warned him of something’s 
jproach, and he had just time to drop down beliind 
'convenient boulder, when a man stepped out 
om the shelter of the trees. Regan almost stopped 
Jeatliing when he recognised that squat, liigli- 
iouldered figure. Until that instant, despite all his 
jprts to solve the mystery, he had never seriously 
insidered the possibility that Taps, Lindsay’s 
pan odd-jobs-man, might be directly involved — 
I had suppo.sed the man to be visiting his own 
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I)coi)lc on the Rcsiirv.-ition mid the coiitiW 
wluch Uio l.uiian'H si.-Moa app.iarauc. now on, 
up iKifon^ him worn fairly slappuiin/p 
Paunjji{' at llio end of the hairen, the India, 
poured cautiously in all directions. sh<.wiii« nhi^,: 
Umt l» ,v»» w„,,. „r 

alone went far to eonlirm tl,e watcher’s suspieW 
I'or several minutes lie hovered in the fringe of trees 
with all the sneaking st.sdth of a prowling coyotW 
but hiialty, failing to sec Kegan, and ovili 
satishcd that ho was as nuich alone as one migl, 
naturally expect to lie in such a sitiia.[ion, licmovai 
orward again. Ju the sure, unhiiuied manner o 
a man who knew exactly where ho was going, albei 
Bjg lorn could not fail to note the coiKinuationoi 
those furtive glances from side to side, he cross« 
the barren and went down llie bank toward \h 
creek, .at a point not far from wliere Kegan hai 
disewered tire footprint. F«r an instant his figsrj 
stood out clear and distinct upon the brink of Hi , 
slope then, as lie began to descend, it shortenci j 
aU at once it faded comiilotely from the watchef S 
range of vision. ; ‘ 

^ Regan straightened up and peered over tlie foi ^ 
of the boulder. At fust, when he saw the Indii 
appear, rt had occurred to him as a possible cxplan 
ion of laps’ presence that he might be follow 
Uher himself, or the trail of tlie two honsemi 
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he had soon dismissed the thought. The 
idian's movements since he had come clearly out 
ito tlie open, though furtive, had been too sure, 
jo confident, for those of a man who followed a 

0 and unknown trail. Whatever his present 
jission might be, it was obvious that he was upon 
jjniliar gi ound, and it was plain too that his errand 
'as secret. 

^The instant Taps was out of sight Regan darted 

1 the rim of the gorge and again stretched himself 
fit to peer over and down into the bed of the creek, 
le could thus see clearly along the stream for some 
Istance, and he had not waited long before the 
idian came in view, wading against the knee-deep 
|nent, and Imgging the opposite bank as closely 
ipossible. Concealing himself eis well as he could, 
ig Tom watched eagerly. 

iHe miglit, however, have spared himself tlie pains 

i f being so careful. Taijs never once so much as 
lered to look up. Fully occupied with the not 
considerable effort of keeping his footing on the 
[ppery stones and at the same time managing 
|bulky pack wliich he carried slung on his shoulders, 
I waded against tlie current until he had reached 
Ipoint directly below the base of the fall. Here, 
Iveloped in clouds of spray, he paused for a 
pment, then he stepped out of sight around the 
Itner of the waterfall. In fact, to Regan, it looked 
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Us plimgwl (liiwtly baioalU the wUerl 

Tups hiul Iiurdly (!isap(wur(xl. whoti Ki^franspra 
to liis lc(;t and hurried down the hill to the erw 
WhatevtM- Ills tonner donl.ts as to (he ailvisabili 
of exploring tlie reeirss heliind tlie waterfall sind 
handed, he was determined now to follow, to ktio 
wliat lay beldiu! tliat mass of water and stoa 
At the edge of the e.r(>e!< he la-sitabal only lo„ 
enough to rnalce sure that the levolver he carrie 
in ji shoulder holster benealli his coat was read 
for instant use Iiefore lie wadird out into thostrejB 
iinci tiiviicd up tli(? 

^ Since lie had watched 'I'aps inaice t he ascent h 
knew ahont where to choose his own fooling, 
in considerably less time than he had auticinatci 
he found himself standing h.dow the waterfall anl 
being soaked with the clouds of spray whici 

rose from it, and the seething cauldron at hi 
leet 

Here, too, in tlie bottom of the gorge, the roa 
was deafening. Half blinded by spnmo. Rm 
could see none too clearly, but lie managed to niai| 
out that just ahead ami a little to his right in lii 
direction wliich lie knew the Indian had takeii' 
a back-eddy caused the water to lie oompamtm 
calm and through the .shifting curtain of the f| 
Itself, which here upon its extreme Hank was tilm^ 
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[ossanicr thin, lie thought he could vaguely discern 
he mouth of a dark opening. With his right hand 
ppped on the butt of his revolver, for he could only 
|iess what sort of reception he was destined to meet 
|ith on the other side of the barrier, Big Tom drew 
[ deep breatli aiul stepped forward. 
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Came a di-owniiiff doluffe of wator, a roar that seenit 
fairly to burst his oar-drums, and with a gasp Rega 
dashed the spray from liis eyes and looked aroun 
to dis(a)V(;r that ho was standing in a kind of tiinni 
bored into tlio living rook, that oiirvod slightly n 
and ba(;k into the bowols of tlio cliff untii its deptli 
wore lost in darkness. Jlohind him, through tli 
shimmering bluo-groou of the watrslall, the declinis 
sun ciust a dim refulgence, and now the roar, whit 
had boon so deafening, seemed oddly subdued an 
far away, 

Taps was nowhere in sight. The cavern, or wha 
could he seen of it from the entrance arch, vva 
empty, but Regan had taken only a few stops in|i 
the weird twilight when lie noticed a kind of dii 
radiance coming fnmr somewhere aluiad, and a 
jilmost the same instaint he l)ocame awaire of a I6i 
sound, or a scries of low sounds, whi<;h appeavrcdfi 
come from just beyond wluit he now discovered! 
be an abrupt turn in the passagaj. When ii 
cautiously moved forwaird and peered airound tli 
bend Big Tom stairted convulsively. 

is-a 
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In front of him was a small chamber, which like 
tlie outer tunnel had walls and floor of dark-hued 
stone and only darkness for a roof, but unlike the 
tunnel this chamber was lighted by the flickering 
glare from several torches of resinous wood that had 
been stuck in crevices of the rock. And in the fitful 
glare thus created Regan saw that which made him 
catch his breath : the cause undoubtedly of tlie 
iodd sounds heard before he turned the corner, 
fsounds which even the murmur of the waterfall 
[could not entirely drown. 

. There was a small fire burning at one side of the 
cavern, its smoke slowly drifting somewhere into 
tile void above, and not far from this fire a man lay 
pn a rude bed of boughs and blankets. He was 
asleep, it seemed, for his eyes were closed, but at 
intervals from liis parted lips issued tlie sounds 
^hich had attracted Regan's attention in the first 
place. Nearer the centre of the chamber another 
|flan squatted on his hams, Iris back toward the 
i^isitor, occupied with the fastenings of the pack 
Ivhich he had just dropped from his shoulders. 
|his second man was the Indian, Taps. The first, 
|[ie man on the bed, whom Regan judged to be 
|ick or injured, for he was evidently delirious and 
lis head was bandaged, was a white man. 

I Filled witli a rushing sense of relief at the appar- 
Ijitly successful culmination of bis search, for he 

ite ■ 'i- 
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fdt very sure noxv of his ability to co,,e wit), th, 
situation tlius (lisdosecl to Iiini, Rojfau watched tht 
pair for several minutes without oil her of them 
being in any way aware of his proximity Hi, 
critical gaze travelled over the sick man from 1 J 
to foot, noted the clintty bandage around his head 
lus unwashed, unshaven cheeks, with their stubbli 
of ironitray beard, and the hollows lameutli his 
closed eyes, iilain signs of iirotractiul suffering, then 
suddenly he started. Somethin,' vaguely familiar 
in the partially hidden features awakened his 
ineinory and caused his gaze to pause for an instant' 
before it passed on to take in the various details of! 
a. enyern. A, tot l.„ f,««| |,i:, tt,] 

Mans IxAveJ back ami tWitoatcly domed hisl 
tmo.it with a hansh rasping .sound. 

At the noise, which must have broken in upon 
his preoccupation almost like a tbundor-clai), Taps; 
sprang ujinglu and wliirlcd uroimd, drawing, a,s he^ 
so from somewhere about bis peison a loiigj 
bii^it knife ; the wliole series of movements fronil 
leginumg to end being carried out with a speed! 
which would have baffled ordinary eyes. Another 
roan m Regans slioes could hardly have matched 
the Indian s quiclmcss. he would almost surely have' 
Mien a victim to tliat bug blade, but Big Tom hatf 
leen prepared, and Ills own dexterity of hand and! 

'0 was sometlnng to mmvd at. TJie knife feO| 
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;i)ut the wrist that drove it was halted in mid-air 
by the darting grip of the big man’s fingers. There 
%as a short sharp tussle, a gi'unt, and the steel tinlded 
on the stone floor. Then Regan spoke. 

“ Quit it, you fool I ” he snapped. “ I don’t want 
to hurt you." 

f The Indian fell back a little, half-crouching, his 
teeth bared in an animal-like snarl of rage and fear ; 
for an instant, disarmed though he was, it looked 
as if he meant to fling himself at Big Tom’s tliroat. 
[Then, recognising the man before him, he seemed 
suddenly to wilt, to shrink within himself, as it 
|yerc : his snarl faded, Jind Iris gaze darted furtively 
around the cave. It was plain that he wanted to 
iinake a run for it, btit Regan’s massive figure was 
planted squarely between himself and the exit, 
j^ith that cpiick resignation in the face of insur- 
iiflountablc odds characteristic of his race, he backed 
larther away and became rigid. Except for the 
darting glances from his beady eyes, his leathery 
Iface was as inscrutable as the wall behind it. 
i:f ' Regan surveyed liira grimly for a moment. All 
Ijn a flash during that brief second or two of conflict 
ie had found the answer to a minor thread of tire 
linystery. He knew now beyond peradventure who 
jthe intruder had been who had visited the Half 
Ifopn that night and slightly wounded him in th'* 
Moulder. But he kept his Imowledge to himself, 
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" Woll, Taps," he cleniaudod, " what’s doin’ here, 
What you up to, luih ? " 

The Indian did not answer. He .siniply 
defiantly, but sonudiow his face aitiieaied gradualh 
to become a little less inscrutalile. Mis eyes ilickere! 
slightly. lo Regan it seemed almost as if they 
showed relief* 

“ Answer me, you red licathen," the big man's 
tone was cold and liard. " I aim to know. Savvy! 
What’s lmi)])eued to him ? " He indicated ths 
sick man, who, ceasing to mumlde, had not opened 
ids eyes or moved in the least. i 

No savvy." 'l’ap.s found hi.s tongue at last; 
speaking jerkily in the thick guttural haldtual t| 
1dm. " Him ketchum bud fall. I Ihid uin anil 
brir^ urn here. Heap sick. You hx uin." Aii(|| 
having tlms figuratively waslicd his liands of 
whole affair, and true to his phlegmatic characteil 
the Indian squatted down again and re.sumed hi| 
interrupted task, | 

Regan eyed him for a moment, thinking fasti 
He knew Indians in general better than most whi| 
men, and ho knew this Indian in particular bett(| 
than any other. Consequently he realised at onc| 
tile futility of trying to force him to talk againJ 
Ids will. It was barely possible, indeed, that in hi 
taciturn way Taps had already told the gi.st of wlial 
le actually knew, he might have no really exaJ 
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or intimate knowledge of what had taken place, 
although this seemed highly improbable; but in 
iany case he could not be hurried. Sceptical as he 
(was, Regan made it appear that he was satisfied, 
ifor the moment at least. Curbing his impatience 
■•under an exterior as wooden as the Indian's own, 
he turned his attention to the man on the bed. 

. Wlien he stooped and looked closely into tlie face 
of the unconscious man, wliich until then he had 
■not dearly seen, he caught his breath in conster- 
nation. For a moment he was almost floored by 
the shock of his discovery. Then with a quick side 
■glance at Taps, who had not seemed to notice any- 
ifliing strange, he went on with his examination. 
iSeveral minutes later lie straiglitened up and reached 
for his pipe, which he began to fill mechanically, 
i; " Well, I’ll 1)0 damned," he muttered. " I’ll be 
teetotally damned I " 
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Thk woman looked at Regan clclianlly, albeit sha 
wore, too, a blcmUsd exjirc.ssion of friglit and injured 
innocence wliich sjit .strangely incotignuivis upon 
her shrewd and rather faded foatur(;.s ; she sceiricd- 
resentful of the big man’.s iutru.sion and at the same 
tinT.e decidedly scared by hi.s prcsiuuui in her apart-* 
ment. But true to the type she represented sliei 
tried hard to mask her real feelings beneath ani 
appearance of smouldering hostility. \ 

Big Tom, on tlie other hand, was as screnelyfi 
calm as if his visit were of a purely scuual nature,! 
From his manner no one could have,; guessed that^ 
he was seeking for information of tlie most vita| 
importance, information which he behoved tliisl 
woman to possess, and which he knew that she| 
would withlmld from him if she could. | 

"Fve come to talk a little about Kate, Mai/,ie,’'j 
he began quietly, apparently intent upon the rollingf 
of a cigarette, although his eyes did not miss a| 
single flicker of expression in her face. " Yoiii 
were her best friend. You must know a lieap abou| 
|ef relations with Jack Lindsay.” 

^ lOo 
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''I’ll say so,” she replied, and then: "Who 
doesn’t in this town ? Jack made no -secret of 
bmng pretty far gone where Kate was concerned, 
jf it hadn't been for young Bob — the row he’d have 
raised — tlie two of 'em might have been married 
jcmg ago.” 

h ''So I’ve heard.” Regan struck a msitch and 
lighted his smoke, inhaling deeply for a minute. 
iH’hat bein’ .so, it’s kind of funny that Jack should 
}ldll her, now ain’t it ? ” he went on. 

I" It might look that way to some. But Jack had 
ihe temper of a devil at times, and he was drunk 
|hat night, they say. Besides, who knows for sure 
did it ? Mightn’t the murderer — the man who 
lioaked Jack himself — have done the other job ? ” 
1“ He sure might. But he didn’t, Maizie. You 
|now that ; so do I. You know there was a reason 

I qr what Jack did — a good reason— .something a 
yholc lot stj'ongcr than just plain whisky madness, 
fhere sure was. You see, you heard and saw what 
iippened, Maizie.” 

I As he made this statement in the calm, mattei'-of- 

! ;t tone of one who is positive of his gi’ound, Regan’s 
ze, which had appeared to wander, settled suddenly 
on the woman’s face. But if he had expected 
me startling effect he was disappointed. Maizie 
ntinued to return Iris calm scrutiny without 
(idling ; .so fiu- her nerves were well in hand ; 
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but self-control could not entirelj^ prevent a qiiicl 
blanching of her cheeks or an involuntary tensii)| 
of her body, and neither of these indications o( 
inner turnioil were lost upon the visitor. He con- 
tinued to smoke, eyeing her steadily, v/aiting fot 
her to speak. 

" How— how d’you know that ? ” she demanded, 
at last. 

]3ig Tom smiled a little. He knew almost exactlj 
what had been passing in licr mind ; in fact he was 
deliberately counting upon this psychological con- 
dition to aid him. He know that he had her inicasj 
and guessing at the extent of Jus knowledge, and i| 
had loeen his experience that once a. woman’s selfi^ 
fears are aroused, .she is apt to become garrulous 
In his own shrewd way Regan was something of j 
student of humanity, but his way was not alwa^j 
the way of other men. j 

“ I know a lot I'm not tollin’, Maizie," ho answercl 
" Mebbe I was in Jack’s confidence, mebbe . 
But we can pass that. You were at the ranch thfj 
night. You saw and heard what happened therj 
Better come clean, Maizie.” | 

“ And if I don’t ? " Maizie still tried to appe| 
defiant, but her eyes now belied her voice and worijj 
Regan sliruggcd his shoulders slightly as | 
dropped Iris cigarette stub into an ash-tray. " Bo 
you will," he returned. " You’re no fool. I’m ii| 
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i accusin’ you of anything, you know. I don’t aim 
l;to. But you an’ I botli know what we do know, 
tmy girl. You’d better come clean witli me. It'll 
save time. Of course, if you'd rather tell it to the 
judge . . He paused and looked at her signifi- 
cantly, 

; The woman appeared to consider. Her self- 
control had well-nigh vanished. She was all at 
imice palpably nravous. Her hands opened and 
closed in convulsive Jerks and she wet her lips with 
her tongue. Then : — 

V “ I— you’ll — ^you’ll not make me appear in court, 
;Toin. Tell me you won’t do that, that you won't 
ilet it be known that I was there ? If you know so 
iHUich, you knmv I’m not guilty of any wrong my.self, 
i would have stopped it if I could. I was only a 
witness, I . . , My God, Tom Regan I Can’t you 
understand ? I’m scared 1 ” 

" Sure, I know that," he rejoined quietly, " I sure 
do. But why ? You’ve notliing to fear if you tell 
tlie tnith. I’ll see you through, of course, but as 
to gettin’ you into court, I can’t promise. It all 
depends. But you've no call to be scared—none 
Hall.” 

f, "You don’t know, you don’t even guess what 
I'm up against. You’re square. You’d help me — 
|es. But— but you don’t know Am like I do, If 
|e knew right now that I was thei-e that night he’d 
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do me in like Jticlc did Kate. That’s why I’ve kept 
my iTioutli shut. Not even you could save me from 
him. Still, if there’s any one he f(,'ai-.s at all, it’s 
you, Tom Kogan. He’s sworn he’ll break you, 
I’ve heard him myself, and when Jack l.indsay was 
alive. ... If he su.s|)ccts, he’ll get us, Tom—both 
of us.” 

" Mebbe. Ilut I’m willin’ to tal<c a cliauce myself, 
Maizie. He'll try, of cour.se, he sure will. But 
sujjpose we get him first. All T. need is a little 
evidence. Give me that an’ I'll put liim behind 
bars, whoever he is. Come now, hit's put our cards 
on the table. You know who killed .jack ? ” 

" No, no,” she cried vehemently, hianing forward 
a little. “ No, no, not that, 'J’om, not that 1 I 

can only guess. I didn’t see that lie was alivo 

when I left. But I know who killed Kate. It was 
Jack himself. And I think I know why Bob was 
framed. God knows how you've learned so much, 
but you're right. I was at the Half Moon that 
night. I'd ridden out to get Kate to come back 
home with me. I knew she was tliere, and I'd 
heard . . . But that has nothing to do with th« 
murder. When I got there — it was jiretty early 
yet in the evening— the house was lit up like a 
church, but nobody around downstairs when T 

frt .h'slt 

however, when I heard < 
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lioise and Jack camo stumbling down the stairs. 
My God I what a sight he was. Ile’d been drinking 
Sard, he showetl tliat plain, but it was more than 
Ijooze tliat made him look so. His face was like 
j mask — not human hardly. There was blood on 
it, from a deej) scratch on one cheek and his open 
liiouth dripped froth, like a mad dog’s. He had 
[he Devil in the eyes of him, Tom. 'I'he more sight 
}{ him turned me faint, faint and limp as a rag. 

didn’t SCO me at first ; he was mumliling and 
[diking to him.self. 

i " ' I've iixed her,' ” he muttered, her. Tell all 

pie knows, will she, the Bleed me dry as a 

pliid to keep her dirty mouth shut. She don’t 
ihow Yankee lack.' 

fv;: 

I; " Then he began to laugh : a mirthless, heartless 
Idligh that made the cold cliills run up and down my 
|ack. I tell you, he wasn’t human. He had poured 
Iglass of whisky from a bottle on the table and was 
ifting it to his mouth, when he saw me standing 
pre looking at Irim. The glass crashed on the floor, 
md for a minute we stared at eaclr other, I think 
turned cold sober in that minute. His face went 
ihite as clialk. 

|k" 'You, Maizie,' he said finally. ‘ How’d you 
it in here ? ’ 

I'' I don't know exactly wliat I ansv/ered him. 
Idtliing maybe for a minute or two. I was scared 
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about diiiiib. Rut then I got Kate's name on; 
somehow, and at that he began to laugh agaiii 
Tliat laugh, Tom. My God, it was awful I J; 
had been liad enough at first, but now--*now i 
made me think of devils. He kejit it up, too, foi 
a long time. I thought I'd go crazy before ^ 
stopped short and began to stare at me again 
Finally he said : — 

" ‘ You’ve come to .see Kate, liavc you. Wd| 
she’s upstair.s — what’s left of her. The rest is gonc-l 
gone to hell, Maizie, I .sent her myself, so I ouglv 
to know. Better come and have a drink while I 
tell you al)out it.' And with that he rijached agai] 
for the whi-slcj' bottle. /' 

" I ran then, Tom. I was scared, I tell you I 
tliouglit then, and I think yet, that he’d have Idlk 
me if he'd caught me. It was in his eyes. But 
got to my horse ahead of him. 'riien— after I g( 
home, I mean~I decided I'd better keep still abo\ 
what I knew. I was still scared, you see, scare 
stiff I And at the time, of course, I didn't kno 
that Jack himself would get his that night. Kai 
was gone anyhow, and—well, what could! 
do?" 

Regan nodded .slowly, when she paused, 'i 
see,’’ he said. “ I’d figured it was about like th| 
[ don’t suppose you could do much. Still, I doi| 
see why, after you got safe home and learned tlij 
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ijack liEicl been killed, thr.it you didn't siiy something, 
pe couldn't hurt you.” 

I- Plmt s just the iCcison — heciiuse he was dead,” 
^he hit back instantly. Jack had paid j they 
^ seemed to know, somehow, that he'd killed Kate. 
|Iy telling what I knew wouldn’t do any good, I 
tiiought, and there's a good reason why I don’t want 
to bo mixed up in this. There’s others besides 
[ack for me to consider— I never had much use for 
iww anyhow.” 

i The woman’s mouth closed significantly, and for 
I inonient she and Regan looked at each other in a 
|Ience that was elo(.juent with hidden meaning, 
in that glance was slirewd intelligence setting itself 
jgainst a craftiness equally shrewd. Then the 
psitor cleared liis throat, 
j " I see,” lie said again dryly. 
fl/Maizie hit her lip and changed colour slightly. 

Kate had been trying to blackmail Lindsay, ' 
I think,” she continued finally. "Tliat’s what 
^used the quarrel, I suppose. Jack was close- ■ 
(louthed sober*, but when he drank he talked and 
^’d told her tilings.” 

j Regan nodded. ” I figured it might be that way,” 
Sadmitted. ” Kate Icnew a heap, I reckon. She’d 
|und out Jack’s I'eal name, for one thing. They 
|anelled, an' he was afraid she'd sc|ueal.” 

I You’ve known it, then, all tlie time,” the womar 
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seemed a bit crestfallen at his anticipation of what 
she had hoped would be startling nows. " It's nof 
much good trying to tell you anything,” she com,' 
plained. 

Big Tom smiled faintly. “There’s one thin| 
you can tell me,” he remarked. “ It’s what I 
want most to find out. Who was at tlic ranch' 
that night Ixisidcw you an' KiU;o, an' wliy was 
Bob knocked out an’ framed ? Yon know, I 
reckon ? ” ■ 

" Not me, not for .sure I don’t,” she replied 
liurriedly, her eyes ovk;o more begiiming to sho^i 
that peculiar hunted look. “ Jack was afraid hj 
Bob, I think ; but I can only gucjss. I ]<now nothing 
of the murdca-, Tom, I swcsir I don’t.” | 

"Mcbbe not. But you could guess a heap, | 
reckon. You sure could. Kate knew jacdc’.s sccretl 
--some of ’em — an’ she must have told you a loi| 
Besides, you admit you are scared of scune onl 
Who is he ? ” | 

Thus cornered and put directly to the quostiol 
Maizie moistened her lips with her tongue and lookj 
around the room with the hunted, frightened cl 
pression of a trapped animal. For a second .sll 
seemed on the point of .speaking, thou cluingedhj 
mind again juid sat down.. But Keegan was relen| 
less. 

" It aint Cock-,Eye— Bill Lacy--is it ? ’’ 
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iuei'iecl, helping her out a little. "You’re not 
ifraid of Bill, Marne ? ’’ 

" Cock-Eye ! 'I'hat rat I ” Her eyes blazed 
'cornfnlly, so great was the momentary reaction 
,f her relief at thi.s mention of a name which she 
iad no cause to dread. " That sneaking tinhorn, 
fou know better, Tom. It ain’t Cock-Eye. But 
! know nothing, I tell you. I can only guess. I 
laren’t jnit a name to him. I daren’t, I tell you 1 
foil know so much, you must know that too. Why 
lestcr me this way. You . . . Oh, my God 1 ’’ 
he suddenly bowed her face into her hands and 
lurst into tears. 

iRegan regarded her di.spassionately. He knew 
iiat she was unstrung, hysterical, beside herself 
tjth a fear which had been gnawing at the strings 
ther being foi- flay.s, and, though he could be ruth- 
iss enough upon occasion, he was not by nature a 
Etrd man. In a measure her sudden breaking down 
'as in itself a corroboration of his own suspicions, 
iis discoveries bad by now leiiched the point where 
iwas practically sure of his ground. Still he was 
ifcareful man. He wanted to test, to verify, each 
sjparatc strand of his fabric before he threw his 
eight upon it, for he knew that he had to deal 
Ith an exceedingly clever and slippery criminal. 
!RoIling himself a fresh cigarette, he puffed at it 
ipughtfully until the woman ceased her choldng 
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>sobs hikI raisc'd her tcar-dimiiuid eyes to stnre at 
him again. Tlicu : 

" Ihick 11]), Maizie,” he said kindly. " You nee 
not. say it if yon don’t want to —not now at an' 
rate. You s(;o, I alr<'iidy know ji heap. It’s juj 
tlie pi-rarf I want- cold proof. I've gotta have tlial 
you km)w, hefore I can lay my liand tlown on thi 
table. A man can’t Ithiff any after he's been called: 
he .sure can’t.” 


What - what arc you going' to do ? ” she asked, 
drying her eyes. j 

" That’.s tellin'. I ain’t ju.st sure myself yeij 
It dejMUul.s .some on how IIk; cat jumps. But it’| 
be a-plenty, I reckon. I aim to .see that Bo| 
Lind.say gets justice fir.st of all, (hen there’.? otlyl 
things. You just keep a .still tongue in yourliCcil 
my girl, until you hear from mo again.” Ho sto| 
up and put on liis liat. I 

" My God, Tom I ” Maizie si)rang to her feet aiJ 
caught at his arm, ” You— -you’ro not going J 
give tlie show away right now ? ” | 

Regan shook his head, smiling fuinlly at tl| 
frankness of Jior tenor. " Snro not. The t^ 
aint fpiitc ripe yet. I’ve got a little trip into M 
country to make fust. Now you reimuuhcr— keop 
what you know to yourself. You'll not lose 1 § 
it.” He tunicd toward the door, then haltf 
abruptly. 
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' “You never heard of a man named Turlock — 
i'im Turlock, I don't suppose ? " he asked, as if the 
|uestion had just occurred to him. 
i She shook her Iread. Then said quickly : “He's 
lot— not one of the Gray Hoods ? " 

I Regan grinned. " So that’s it, eh," he flashed 
|ick. " I thought so. Humph t I figured it was 
3 ie Hoods you feared. Well, it don’t matter. So 
ong, Maizie." 

I She watclicd him go without another word, 
landing exactly where he had left her until the 
pio of his footfalls, had died in the distance, then 
|,e returned to the chair she had just vacated and 
|t down. From her manner it was plain that she 
las thinking fast, weighing the chances of some plan 
I other, plain too that the fright which she had so 
eceutly registered was still strong in her mind, but 
ipw this fright .seemed of a different kind , than 
|3rmerly. She apjieared to be nerving herself up 
.some desiJorate course of action. Presently she 
lanced at the clock, nodded, and sprang to her 
|fet. 

| Five minutes later, .shrouded in a long dark cloak, 
|e left the house and hurried along the silent street. 




CITAPTER XViri 


SiiiCKiFK Fr.iN'J' wrote l!il)orinusly. Ity Iinliit he w 
not a writni({ iVKin, liis fingors wore clumsy and o 
of tlicir eloinout in llu! nKuiii)iilii.liou of a pt 
but there wore tiin(?s when his business affairs- 
especially those private affaii s which wore not pa 
or parcel of liis ollhvial duties -necossitatisl a certa 
amount of clorical work, ami th(u-o were roasoi 
why he did not care to entrust this work to a 
amanuensis, lie wrote lalioiiously, iiaiustakiiigl' 
in a heavy sprawlinf.; hand, his whole mind coi 
contrated u])on ids task. 

The hour beiiiff late lit; f(»it s<!(:ure from ordinal 
interruptions, but lie had locked himself into h 
office, nevertheless, and within easy reach on hi 
desk lay the loaded revolver which it was his dail 
custom to carry tlirust witliin the waislliancl of lij 
trousers. For Sluiriff Flint was not a man wh 
took unnecessary risks. He believed, wherevt 
possible, in working with rather tlian against oddj 
although he wa.s courageous enough when the piii| 

The alarm clock on his desk ticked noisilv (rol 

.X72 
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eleven to a quarter past. Into the bare untidy 
office, softened and enriched somewhat now by the 
shaded light, there penetrated the honking of an 
automobile horn, thou hurrying footsteps on the 
sidewalk. But with his mind centred upon his 
work Flint paid no attention. The sound of foot- 
isteps ceased, there came a low knock on tlie office 
■door. 

The Sheriff, still heedless of external happenings, 
icontimicd to write. But the knocking was repeated, 
land then was rcjicated again, louder and louder, 
^fhe midniglit visitor, whoever he was, seemed 
ideterrained to gain admittance. 

I Flint put down his pen and listened, his face like 
lavved mahogany in the lamplight. Then he swept 
logether the pa])ers upon which he had been at work 
land placed them carefully away in a drawer of the 

1 !sk. He got up and deliberately crossed the room 
1 the door, which he unlocked and opened, peering 
it into the darkened hallway in some annoyance. 

" You, Bill ! '' he growled, when he discovered 
lat his visitor was the cross-eyed gambler. " Wliat 
3u doin’' here ? I thought you were up in the 
lls.’’ 

" I was until this momin', Luke,” Cock-Eye 
iswered, entering the room. " Shut the door, 
bere’s the devil to pay, Regan, he . . .” 

'Regan. What's Regan doin’ now.” The 
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Sheriff, having closed and relocked the door swuiij 
around to face the caller. " Out with it, you jeilv 
fish I ” 

" lie’s wise, that's all.” Cocdc-JCye returned tin 
other man's startled look with a .sullen glare. "] 
told you thero’d he trouble if wo (lidn’t watch oui 
step. We're into it now- uji to our c:irs.” 

" The hell wo are 1 ” Flint returntal to his dcsl 
and reseated himself iis deliberat<iy as he had risen 
It was not his natun; to sliow stu prise or trepidation 
For a moment he stared in silence at the gambler 
who in the meantime had takini posscission of i 
convenient chair. 

” Well I ” he snapjred. ” Out with it 1 Wlmt'i 
eatin' you, huh ? ” 

Lacy did not reply immediately. I Ic seemed t( 
be collecting himself. It was plain that ho had beei 
hnrrying ; he breatlied fast, and his fingrus trembb 
a little as he rolled and lighttid a eigarettc. Seeinj 
that the tinhorn \vould sjreak as soon us he could 
the Sheriff stifled his inipatwnict! an<l helped himsei 
to a fresh chew, spitting into the sand-box withi 
little sucking sound. 

Cock-Eye recovered his breath and his tonguj 
at practically the same instant. 

" I’ve located Bob Idudsuy, Luke,” he begaii 

You're riglit—he's at the Bar K. Ihuce Eatoj 
ippecl me off, an’ I seen him myself later. Hi 
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trisd to keep tinder cover at first, Bruce says, but 
not for long, I reckon he thinks he’s safe enough 
out there. Dad’s niece is livin’ with him now, 
an’ site an’ Bob are thick as a pair o' rock rattlers. 
That riles Bruce considerable, he ...” 

"Damn Bruce!” Sheriff Flint interrupted fiercely. 
'' You didn't come clear into town to tell me a love 
Story, did you ? Get down to cases. Bill, get down 
to cases.” 

i " Tliat’s what I’m doin’. I've got to begin some 
place, haven’t I ? ” Cock-Eye retorted belligerently, 
then, quailing under the other man’s stare : ” Well, 
it’s like this : 

" Yesterday I’m watchin’ the Bar K from a quiet 
Spot up in the timber when I see that warhoop 
ichoreman of Jack’s— Taps, they call him— come 
tidin' in over the town trail. As it happens, Kent 

just startin' out from the ranch an’ the two of 
i'em meet on the road. They talk a bit, an' the 
Injun hands over a letter, or something like that— 
I can't tell exactly from where I'm hid — then he 
lums around an' beats it back into tlie hills. Dad 
}^es bade to the liouse. 

I; " Well, the thing looks kinda queer to me, so after 
'dark I take a chance an’ nosey down to the house, 
Hiere I locate Dad an’ tire boy sittin’ together in 
|he big room. The window’s open a little, which 
|nakcs it easy for me to hear what tliey say. That 
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letter the wariioop turned over to Ke„t jg 

iZsayf"'’ >'» 

Repin I ” Sheriff Flint's repetition of tlie nam. 
came like the crack of a pistol, and Iiis long ungnink 
%iue jerked tensely upright. ].hit tliat was alf 
He neither moved a,jain nor sjx.Ice anotlior word 
or a full niinuto. He merely glarwl : boring tlie 
ganibler witli a look which made him s.|uir,n 
" You snake I ” ho burst out suddenly, leaniiie 
forward as if in the act of sprin,dn,, upon Ids visito! 
1 on re doublo-crossiu' me. You’re k(>epin’ some- 

Under the hush of that grating voice and the savage 
ook in die Sheriff’s eyes, Lacy jialcd visibly, all c 
he met tUc „tl,or's l«,k wl.h » fair rl.„„ J 

J “ “ ' “’J'™ fthik I'd conic here like thu; 

0 wain you if I s<|,iar6 ? jjy Cotl, lulni 

you II go too far some day I " 

tip letort. He pulled Idmself together hurriedly, 
ainrr^''' "There’s no sense 

aborit."' 

' T and resumed hi.s naiTativeij 

sipped away from the ranch a little. later/’j 

. 'i 
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[le explained, " and by the time I reached camp 
['d decided that I'd better come in an' put you 
next. So here I am. I rode down as far as Pete 
Corey's an' got him to bring me tlie rest of the 
way in his ilivver." 

" You didn't get to see exactly what was in that 
letter ? " 

" Nope. But I heard enough. There ain't no 
doubt that Regan's wise himself, but from what I 
heard I don't think he's told yet who the murderer 
is. I wish I knew." 

" You an’ me both, Bill,” Flint heartily echoed 
the sentiment. " For a long time I really figured 
if was 13ob, 'spite of tlie fact that I knew some of 
the evidence was framed. But I dunno. I've had 
my doubts lately." 

, " You have ? Well, I haven’t — not till I heard 
that talk last niglit. Framin’ the evidence didn't 
cut no ice with me, Luke. That was only helpin’ 
tilings along a little. But I’ve always been a mite 
scared that Regan might turn up sometliing. He's 
too damn nosey." 

i " He is that, Curse him I tie’s out in the hills 
$ome place right now, I understand. I figure he 
smells a mouse, Bill. If what you say is true, he’s 
|leared Bob already, but he ain't been here to 
|otify me as he naturally would have if everytliir 
l^as on the level. He knows more’n we tliin 
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For one thing, I just learned a while ago that he 
knows Maizie was at the Half Moon that night 
He was in to question her. She told me ir! 
herself.” 

" The devil .slic did. Well, if that’s the case w( 
might as well pull up stakes. Mo, I'm goin' ovei 
into Montana an' stay there. It’ll Ire healtliier.” 

Mchhe. Still, thesre’s no (;all to get excited 
Bill. We’re not beat yet. I had a hunch we’d 
get in wrong by tryin’ to load this thing on to Bob, 
If I could have got to the ranch Imforo Tom that dai' 
I’d have fixed things diiferent. Tluit Iiulian now-il 
he knows something lik<>ly. He may have beei| 
around some place that night. Hy James I I wisi 
I really knew who killed Jack.” si 

You don t think Bob had any hand in it at aill 
then ? ” 

“ D'you think I’m a fool ? ” Flint turned his coli 
eyes on the tinhorn in a way that made him squirait 
To hell with ]3ob 1 It’s Regan that wori'ie,s me-| 
Tom Regan an’ what he knows. What with tlij 
election coinin' on an’ all that, he’ll likely take Idj 
chance to throw the iron into me for keep.s. He’| 
on his way to the Bar K right now, I expect; I 
know he’s left town. He’s found proof that Bol 
ain t guilty , you say, but he ain’t been to me wiS 
it, which shows tliat he don't trust me any. ri’m ll 
The Sheriff fell abruptly silent, his glassy eyj 
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!^xed in the far-away look of one who thinks hard 
Ind fast. For a moment, save for the slow move- 
ijjients of his jaws, he did not stir a muscle. Then 
iie turned to Cock-Eye. 

i “ Did you ever hear of a man named Jim Turlock, 
[(Bill ? " he asked abruptly. 

I “ Turlock ? ” I^acy scowled thoughtfully for a 
Instant ; then shook his head. " No," he answered, 
^<'Why ? '' 

i " He seems to be mixed iip in this thing some- 
how. He may be the murderer. I dunno. Regan 
mentioned the name to Maizie, she says. I never, 
bard of the man myself." 

^ " Turlock." Lacy repeated the name again, still 
pwling. Suddenly his face brightened. " By 
lolly ! ” he exclaimed, " I gotcha, Luke. I'd forgot 
first, but there’s a guy by that name worked for 
phad Stevens a few weeks back. It must be the 
lame feller, but I don’t see what he could have to 
|o with th<! killin’ ? ’’ 

I " No more do I. Still, you never can tell. Jack 
|as some stepper in his young days— he made 
Incmies. You don’t tlxink Regan’s told anybody 

E iat he knows yet ? Good. Figurin' tliat way, 
hink we’ve got a chance. We must use our heads 
little, that’s all. So long as I can swing the vote 
this county I can laugh at Tom Regan. Get me ? 
e ain’t personally done anytliing tliat anybody 
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can prove on us now tliat Jack laudsay and the 
woman can’t talk.” 

" No. But tliQ hooch, Luke. If . . 

" Never you mind tliat, Bill,” Shc'riff Flint inter- 
rupted find leaned forwfird impressively. ‘‘We’ll 
sidetrack the hooch entire for the present— un# 
things quiet down some, anyhow. When you como' 
in to-night I w!is writin’ a messiige to the boys 
about that ; you can deliver it youi'.s(;tf now you’rei 
here. Tell ’em to bury everything in tlie old cavei 
an’ sit tight for a bit. Got me ? ” | 

" Sure. But if Regan kuow.s filrofidy, he’ll . , 

" He don’t know. Bill. lie can't. He’s only? 
guessin’, I tell you, And anyhow, without th| 
evidence to back it up he dfisscn’t tell what he| 
knows. He'll be glad enough to clear Boli of tliisl 
murder charge, an' let it go at that. You just gqi 
back to the canyon an' do like t say. If you gets 
a chance to arrest that Injun -'riips - do it. I want^ 
him, I may be up that way my.solf in a couple oi 
days.” 

" All right. I’ll start back at daylight,” Cock- 
Eye assented, rolling a fresh cigarette. " But listeii 
here: Suppose I lind a way to get Bob. Whal 
then, huh ? ” 

" Take it. I've got a warrant for him, haveni 
? It ain’t our fault if he’s innocent — they cari 
prove that later. If we get the boy it’ll force Regal 
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to show his hand an' keep him from snoopin’ around 
too niiicli maybe. But whatever you do, be careful. 
A mistake right now would ruin the whole works.” 

"vSure, I know. You cm trust me, Luke.” 
Gock-Eyc grinned sapiently. ” I’ll keep an eye on 
things. What about tins man Turlock? Seems 
to me we oughta find out for sure where he comes 
in.” 

, ” Leave that to me an’ the— Hoods,” Sheriff 
Flint smiled Ixick. “ i've got a plan, Bill. Damn 
Turlock. It’s Tom Regan I want, and I aim to get 
liiin I ” 



CHAPTER XIX 


Owing to its isolation the liar K received fe 
visitors, and since the liinch employees were just a 
this time busy on the range, Hob was not forced int 
compkitc seclusion. In fact, he found the conditio: 
of scmi-luding in which h(i was placed far less irt 
some than he had anticipated ; it would have bee 
decidedly jdeasant had it not been for tlic enforce 
inaction and a certain feeling of restraint whic 
never left him. After his first visit even the fon 
man was too busy to come down out of the nioui 
tains, or, at any rate, ho did not appisar at the housi 
and for several days, while his injured ankle gre 
strong again, the visitin’ idled in the congenij 
company of Betty and her uncle, doing what litti 
he could to assist with the lighter tasks around ^ 
house and barns, ’.rhus, since Kent spent full 
half of his time with his men, the two young pcop. 
were thrown much alone together, and Bob 
not been at the Bar K long before he realised thj 
this intimate association was giving rise to though 
and dreams wliich never before had occupied | 
mind. 
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For Betty was the first girl he had ever known 
ffho aroused in him feelings of more than merely 
sphemeral interest; and now that he knew that 
Ije loved lier — for to himself he was soon forced to 
admit that such was the case — ^lais sensations were 
an odd composite of joy and pain. Joy because 
jf the gi eat and warming happiness which had come 
to him out of the mist of hon or and doubt in wliich 
le had been swallowed up, pain because he could 
lot in justice and decency give expression to 
ihe emotions which filled him full. For until he 
fes completely exonerated of all suspicion of 
hurderous guilt, and that other, to himself at least, 
iven darker stain upon him had been removed — 
f ever it could be removed — he felt that he could 
lot speak out. 

Then, like a flash of the sun through a drift of 
storm-clouds, had come Regan’s note with its assm-- 
Ince tliat his innocence was already as good as 
jroved, and for a time Bob had been almost happy 
(gain, although he was still determined to wait for 
he proof itself before he spoke. That hideous 
ioubt of his birth kept swimming in lus mind, blind- 
jig him to all save his memory of what had taken 
place at the Half Moon on that terrible night. 

; Hence, since he feared that he might not be able 
ilways to restrain himself, and to be constantly 
pth Betty under such circumstances was an 
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aggravation, he took to wandering and riding mudj 
alone through the mountains and canyons whichi 
surrounded tlie ranch. Hour after hour, deep ii| 
the soothing solitude of some hidden glen, or hig| 
up on the side of some rocky peak, he would sit an^ 
brood, striving with all his might to harness an| 
overcome the sea of emotional chaos which engulf 
him, and which when at the much he tried to burj^ 
beneath an exterior of careless camaraderie. Iiii 
all his introspection he never guessed that Bett| 
might be worrying about him, or that in her eyel 
he had never been guilty of any crime more heinoul 
than the one of failing to understand her belief l| 
his innocence. 1 

Thus did Betty, wiser far in certain ways, despill 
her youth, than any man, read pages of what wJ 
passing and repassing in lus mind. She understoodl 
or tliought that she understood — for even h(® 
woman’s intuition could not penetrate to the rool 
of something of which she did not even guess th| 
existence (she had been told notliing of what hat 
taken place between Bob and his father)— the cau| 
of that look of misery in his eyes on those now aj 
too rare occasions when they were alone togethejl 
and she respected him for it. Still, being a woma| 
le wanted him to speak out, to give her the rigli 
) comfort him as she longed to do ; but she coJ 
.sealed her desires with all the skill of a bom actres8 
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At times, unable to keep always silent, she bared 
(1, portion of her mind to the one person who 
enjoyed iier confidence — ^her uncle; asking questions 
and expressing views that would have betrayed her 
secret to a woman, but which the kindly old 
ranchman at fust found it hard to explain, even 
to himself. 

She was, of course, first of aU anxious to learn 
if her uncle could in any way explain what had 
actually happened at Half Moon Ranch that night. 
Why was it that Bob himself could not be sure of 
wliat had taken place ? Had he been mad, or 
unconscious, or what ? 

i *' Have you ever heard of such a thing before ? ” 
she asked. 

Kent scratched his ear at this and eyed her in 
'some perplexity. He was doing liis best to help, 
in fact, to give Iiim credit, for he was both shrewd 
jand observant, he had by this time guessed pretty 
imuch how the land lay, and he was not at all sur- 
jprised. To tell the truth, all tilings considered, 
[he would have been glad, were it not for— and to 
liiiiiself, even after the receipt of Regan's brief note, 
he wa.s forced to acknowledge this — ’the possibility 
lliat Bob might be unable to completely prove his 

E mocence, For he knew tlie suffering wliich such 
n eventuality would surely bring to his niecf 
till he cared for her too deeply to attempt t 
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influence her overmuch before he had himseli 
considered the problem from al] its angles. 

“ It’s hard to say, lass," he replied to her question. 
"These things are pretty hard to explain. I've 
never known the like exactly ; I can only guess, 
But I think that Bob, who has suffered in tlie war, 
must have been overtaken by a temporary loss oi 
reason. Shell-shock, I’ve heard, often plays queer 
tricks with a man’s memory, it may even cause a 
kind of temporary dementia. It may be that Bob 
went off his head that night, and if so, in a moment 
of madness, he may have done a terrible thing. 
Mind you, I say may. Personally, I don’t believ) 
him guilty. I’ve known him in a way since he was' 
a little lad, and mad or sane, drunk or sober, that ! 
boy is not the kind to murder anybody. But in^^ 
self-defence, in a' fit of passion, perhaps he . . .■ 
Bob is high-strung and impetuous. This shell-shock 
—the doctors say— does queer tilings. We should 
prepare ourselves to accept the tmth whatever it 
may be," 

“ It's too terrible to accept." she replied. "I 
can t believe it. I won’t. I wouldn’t believe it i( 
all the world said it were true. Why should he 
do such an awful thing ? His own father ! What: 
possible motive could he have ? ’’ J 

Something that I can't just tell you now, BettyJ 
is between them to make mischief, I've knowhl 

• '4 
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neii killed for less, and the killer go free and clear, 
fhe black mood was upon Bob that night — he told 
ne as much liitnself. But he said that he left his 
iather alive and well, and I believe him. Still, 
the question we must face is this : did he go back 
igain ? He has no recollection of entering the 
louse, he says, — though he admits riding home in 
1 kind of dream ; but he woke up there in his own 
bed next morning. Now he may have been out 
)f his mind for a bit, and . . 

" But how could he have been out of his mind ? ” 
Betty interrupted. " He's been sane enough ever 
jinoe, even though the strain he’s been living under 
(or days has been enough to madden any one. Any 
child could see that he is suffering agonies over the 
mere thought that he may be guilty. We know 
that he is brave. Witness the way he threw liimself 
upon the bull that day. Doesn’t all that prove 
something ? ” 

The old man nodded thoughtfully. 

"It does, of course," he conceded. " It proves 
that th(3 lad is at heart no murderer— that he has 
hot the stomach ol a killer at all. But we knew 
that much already, lass. No 1 no I ’’ He chuckled 
softly and patted her arm. " We’re just maldng 
mountains out of mole-hills by all this talk of ours. 
Sfoiir Aunt Mary had a sajdng which I’ve lived to 
jearn is mighty true. ‘ Worry Idlls where battlej 
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spare/ Don't 5^011 bother your pretty head, mi 
dear. Bob has true metal in liini, He’U comi 
clear, I tell you. He's bound to. II asn’t Tom Regai 
alieady sent word that ho has discovered proof?" 

With this assurance, unsatisfactory as it was t( 
her in many ways. Betty was forced to be content 
for her uncle left her tlien to take his daily rid( 
through the foothill pastures, and slie herself re 
mained indoors for a time. As sIio moved aboul 
tlie house, humming a little. tune beneath hei 
breath, her thouglits veered idly. All at once slu 
paused and her brows puckered in coneentration. 

It imist bo becau.se of that," she was tliinkingi 
" that Bob seems to try to avoid me as he doeS 
He knows that I do not helicvc him guilty of an| 
crime, but he acts at times as if he were almc 
afraid of mo. There's something that I dor 
quite understand. Of course . . She blushi 
rosily as one logical answer to Bob's mystevio’ 
avoidance of her crossed her mind. Was it du 
after all, to nothing more than his bashfulness 
How could she know that the nial ca\iso of li 
queemess " hinged upon something much mo: 
vital than the fear that he was a invirderer, or tin 
at almost that very moment the man .she love 
was a witnc.ss to something which would eventual! 
go far toward clewing up tlie mystery whicli su 
oirnded him. 



CHAPTER XX' 


rwo-TiiiRDS of the way up Baldy, on the opposite 
side of the mountain from that facing the ranch 
incl several miles away, Bob lay at full length on a 
junny ledge which overlooked a tree-filled canyon 
some hundreds of feet below. It was a favourite 
resting-place of his, that ledge. Many times in the 
past few da5^s he had sweated his way up to it — 
(or the only approach w’as too steep and rough for 
n horse to travel — and it was here that he spent 
many hours trying to find surcease of the conflict 
in his soul. And often in the vast solitude a sense 
5f peace had come to him, so that, even if he had 
iiiTived at no definite decision, he had at least felt 
less unsettled for a time, and it was to gain this 
temporary relief of mind that he had formed the 
habit of coming to the ledge. 

[; To-day, however, the solitude which he had 
learned to look forward to and to accept as an 
^sential part of his present life had been interrupted. 
|in hour or so after his arrival at the ledge, looking 
iown across the depths of the canyon, he had become 
Suddenly aware of movement in a little opening 

fe rRo 
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or park, far to 1110 left, and as Iio watched it the 
vague sliairc which he could at first see through a 
screen of trees quickly developed into the figure 
of a mounted man. He was a big man in a dark 
hat and mounted on a fast-walking, black horse 
and he rode slowly toward the uppiu- imd of the 
canyon. At first, concluding Inn-riiully that' tlie 
horseman was one of the Bar K ri<lcr.s on the look- 
out for strays. Bob watched him witliont especial 
interest ; then something oddly familiar in the 
man’s aiqicarance caught his eye. Tlic distance 
was still consklorable, but the rarefied atmosirliere 
made objects surprisingly clear, and it was not long 
before the watcher recognised the Bar K foremun-j 
Bruce Eaton. 

He rode slowly, almost languidly it seemed to: 
Bob, yet there was something in the way ho eyed' 
tire trees on either side of him which convoyed thc,< 
impression that he was alert and watchful. Ati 
first, naturally enough. Bob concluded that he wasi 
searching the timber for strays, since the canyon^ 
was a part of the Bar K range, and it was Eaton's! 
business to keep tab of the cattle, but he had nofi 
ched for long before he changisd his mind| 
■" furtive in the foreman’s bearing causedj 
with growing interest until a sccond| 
the cover of the pines an(l| 
”0 met and became engagei 
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in what seemed to be an earnest conversation. Bob 
liad watched them for a matter of minutes before 
it dawned u])on him tliat the second rider was none 
other than Bill Lacy, the cross-eyed gambler with 
whom he had quarrelled on the night of tlie murder. 

’■ For a little, while this surprising fact soaked into 
his intelligence. Bob lay still, considering fully and 
rapidly the ]>ossil)ilitics of his discoverjc As yet, 
:of course, he knew nothing of Cock-Eye’s intimate 
^connection with the mystery, and it did not, there- 
|{ore, occur to him at once that the tinhorn's presence 
Could have anything to do with himself. Yet his 
luspicions were aroused. He remembered the 
[furtive manner in which Eaton had surveyed his 
luiToundings, and smiled grimly. The meeting had 
|een prearranged ; he was sure of it. But why ? 
I^iat could Lacy and the foreman have in common 
Piich had necessitated so long a ride by the former, 
pd this secret rendezvous ? The whole affair had 
I suspicious look. 

I Bob thouglit hurriedly. Somehow — he did not 
Inow why exactly— perhaps it was for no more 
llngible reason than that he disliked and distrusted 
Ipth men — he was convinced that he was on the 
lerge of a discovery. He had already guessed that 
iruce Eaton was in love with Betty ; he felt that 
|ock~Eye must bo his own sworn enemy ; and it 
Kddenly came into hia mind that the tinhorn had! 
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hcv.n his fiitlun-’s fiuind. All of wl.id, was rati 
va^uc iUKl incohon^nt, porliaiis. Init anyhow; 
siillicticl to stir him troinomloiisly, and almost 
stantly lie (lotcrmined to find out just what thet 
men wore up to. 

Still in a prone position, so as to avoid the poj 
Wlity of lamij' seen from liolow. ho s(|ninne(] bl 
from the brink of the Icilrfo and iMiiried down' 
the place where ho had left his horse. 



CHAPTER XXI 


XoM Regan seldom acted hastily. He was not a 
ihan of impulse. Things ripened slowly lor him 
as a rule, but once he had made up his mind to move 
he proceeded straight to his destination. He was 
not " flashy." Ho relied upon dogged perseverance 
and a certain inborn shrewdness, rather than mere 
Ibrilliance, to achieve his ends ; but his confidence 
|(n liimself was absolute. From the very beginning 
Ihe had been sure that he would eventually unravel 
|he mystery of Jack Lindsay’s death, and he had 
[been patient. But now that he had caught a 
Iglimpse of the end he did not hesitate. 

|v When he diam<ninted from Iris horse in front of 
|the Bar K ranch house he was surprised and not a 

I ittle puzzled to find a young and pretty woman 
vatch-ing him across the top of the thick hedge 
ivhich grew between the garden and the lane. It 
iad been long since he had visited David Kent, 
ind in the interval he had not heard of the coming 
)f his niece. He wondered now just who this slip 
if a girl could be. Not a servant surely. Even 
plough she was clad in a rather faded gingham dress 
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hci' hoiul hmmcl iii a paudy baadanna liandkcrchicf 
her hands and lower arms protctded by a pair of 
heavy gloves — the working costume she wore at 
certain times — Rctty looked, in l!ig 't'om’s own 
phraseology, "good enougdi to (stt." From the 
crown of her dainty head to the tijw of her shoes 
she appeared in her jiresent S(;ttin/,; as run; and exotic 
as an onddd in the midst of a cluster of daisies. The 
face which mot the visitor’s frank se.rutitiy so fean 
Icssly, if a trifle boyish, was so pleasing that ho could 
only wond(!r at its hoanty. 

Itegan was too old, too oxpori(;noe(l, anti too con 
firmed a batdjclor to have his head tnrnod by th 
charms of any woman. Still, lie ntwer failed t 
acknowledge lioanty when ho saw it, Also it hat 
almost instantly occurred to him that here was i 
complication which he had not ftin^setsi when he hat 
sent Bob to the Bar K for shtdter. And t}ii.s sli] 
of a girl, cool and self-reliant as she apiioared, liai 
no place in his present mission, wluoh was e.ssentiall; 
a man’s errand. 

"A beauty, if God ever madts one,” lie decided 
'* No hc-man of Bob’s age could live under the sami 
roof with a picture like that an’ not . . H 
smiled suddenly and removed lu.s hat. i 

" Beg pardon, miss," he said. " I’m lookin' f(| 
Dad-— Mr, Kent, I mean. He's around some place?| 
Betty nodded. " He’s over at the barn or the corraj 
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I think,” she replied. '' He rode in not long ago 
{You’re Mr Regan, aren't you ? ” 
i: '' That's me.” The visitor grinned. ” How’c 
{you know ? ” 

I ” Oh, we've talked of you a grea.t deal, especially 
jisince Bob’s arrival ; and then, of course, since the 
lindian brought your note we’ve been in a way 
Ifxpecting you. Frankly, Mr, Regan, I’m just a 
■tiny bit diaa])i)ointed in you. Why, you’re only a 
|nan, after all.” 

i;, Regan chuckled throatily. He knew now beyond 
any doubt tliat his first impression had been correct, 
lie was going to like this girl. He felt, somehow, 
p if they were old friends. 

I " Been lyin’ about me, have they,” he rejoined. 
I' It’s like ’em — especially Dad. But I’m afraid 
I've been neglected, miss ; I sure have. It's 
leen a long time since I've heard from the Bar 
({ folk. Dad .sure ought to be sliook good for not 
iellin’ me when you arrived, an’ me a lone 
man all these years. Just look at all the time 
I’ve lost.” 

" Perhaps ; hut it hasn’t been entirely wasted 
ividently,” she Idughed back, “You seem quite 
iapable of making up for it.” Then, sobering 
abruptly : " But you said you wanted to see my 
incle. I know it must be important. I mustn't 
ielay you. He ^ 
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“ Is coming up tlic lane right now," Regan inter, 
ruptecl, having already spied Kent on his vraj 
toward them from the direction of the barn. '*ri| 
toddle along to meet him, I reckon, if yon don't 
mind." And without giving the girl time to make 
reply he turned away, leading hi.s honse. 

To tell the truth. Big Tom just tlum was in no 
mood for trifling conversation. All the way from 
Moondance he had been thinking and plamring just 
what he must do. But fust of all ho must talk with 
Bob and David Kent. 

When tliey met in the lane some di-itance fro; 
the house the two men gTcoted each other as casual! 
as if they had y)artcd only a few hour.s ago. 

" Hullo. Dad t " 

" Hullo, Tom 1 ” 

Then came a bone-crushing grip of the ham 
and that was all. Neither inair ask(^d a qucstic 
or volunteered needless information until Regan 
horfjo had been unsaddled and tied in a si)arc sta 
to eat his fdl of the sweet new hay. But at last 

" Your niece says you got my nu'.ssage all right, 
the visitor remarked, producing and beginning! 
fill his blackened corncob. "I figured I coul 
trust the Injun that much. He’s got a debt I 
pay." 

"So?" Dad’s tone was just mildly intern 

’.tive, as he .settled himself as comfortably e 
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possible on the tongue of a convenient wagon and 
freaclied for his own pipe. 

|; " Yes." Big Tom .smiled reflectively and sat 
Mown on an upt\n ncd box. ” He’s got himself in 
^wrong a little over this Lindsay bnsincss an' he’s 
■afraid I’ll have him arrested if he don't do as I say,” 
Jbe went on, after he had lighted his pipe. 

Ii " Where's Bob ? ” he asked abruptly. 

;• " I can’t say e.'cactly, Tom. Up in the liills some- 
|where, I n!(;koii. He's taken to wandering off by 
Ihiniself a good bit lately. Inaction liits him pretty 
ihard — that and what’s on his mind." 
i Regan nodded. ” He’s been through hell, that 
lind,” be rtvmarked. ” But I hoped my note would 
|case his mind a bit. You sec, when 1 scut it I didn’t 
fdare to say too muclr : I lacked full proof of some 
lliings, I still do in a way, but the worst is over, 
pDad. I can prove Bob innocent most any time now, 
I reckon.” 

I " That’s good hearing, Tom,” the ranclunan said 
lalnily, althougli his eyes shone. " I thought you’d 
Ido that sooner or later. Who is he — the murderer, 
I mean ? ” 

I Regan grinned knowingly. “Mind if I don’t 
|cll you his name right now ? ” he asked, “ You 
|ee. Dad, it's (juite a yarn—how I got on the trail 
In’ all, and I don’t want to tell it twice. I’d rath" 
|fait till B.ob's along. Right now I’d like to ta 
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about something else. Luke Flint, for 
thing.” 

"Luke Flint, eh!” Kent nodded sagely « 
thought so. I figured he must be mixed up ^ jj 
thing somehow. He and Jack were friends IS 
heard. You know Lindsay called himself ’sia( 
years ago, I reckon ? It was before your time 
this conntiy, but I knew him then. He had 
pretty shady record.” 

" Of course ; I sure do. I've gone into thir/ 
pretty deep lately. But I doubt if Flint knoi 
much about that—Jack’s past, I mean. Still, it 
from out of that past that this murder conies, ai 
Bob’s story begins back there too. He ain’t Jac 
Lindsay's son a-tall, not the same Jack Linrlsa 
we Imow, tliat is. You’ve guessed that, mebbc? 

The ranchman nodded without speaking, and k 
a moment the two smoked in silence. Then 

” I’ve discovered aheap lately,” Regan continue! 
" I've been lucky enough to get on the right traci 
although at the start I never knew where it wa 
goin' to lead me. Luke Flint, an’ Jack, an' Bi 
Lacy, they've aU been in together in a bootleggit 
scheme for a year or two now. Of course, I'd heaii 
rumours before, but I never knew for sure unti 
ust recent. Flint, he’s the head 0' the gang, wii) 
acy actin' as a kind of go-between. They’vi 
.ade money, I reckon ; lots of it They've got | 
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ig still up this way— over near Dead Horse Canyon, 
think it is." 

:i“ Yes, I know the place,” said Dad. " My range- 
bss, Bruce Eaton, knows it too, better’n he should, 
iaybe; but I haven’t asked questions much, 
fbod stock hands are rare these days, and so long 
8: a man does his work I let him alone. Besides, 
'm no revenue agent." 

"Neither am I, Dad. I don’t hold with Pro- 
ibition a-tall. But this boot-liquor they’re peddlin’ 
j)W is poison dope, it sure is. However, it’s Flint 
Im talkin’ about now — not the booze he sells, 
iein’ an officer of the law, he’s got less right than 
jost to work crooked, but he always was a slippery 
Iss. He’s covered himself careful, at tliat ; he 
|re has. Cock-Eye’s done most of the real work, 
ffeckon, an’ if it hadn’t been for this murder I 
pght never have got the dope on ’em. It was 


|b woman, I think — Katie Sturgis— who started 
|all. 

1“ She got wise to soraetliing in Jack’s past an’ 
fed to hold him up. There was a row, an' he 


|led her. Then Kate’s friend Maizie— Maizie 

I lhe, you know, she learns what has happened an’ 
Is Flint. For good reasoirs of his own Flint 
h’t want to arrest Jack for the murder, he's 
.aid all this boot-leggin' business will get aired 
Icourt, so he hunts up Cock-E 5 re an’ sends hu 
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rom, as you tell it. It is Bill Lacy, then, not 
Sheriff Flint, who is mainly to blame for the accusa- 
ion against Bob ? " 

“ Sure. But Cock-Eye's workin’ with Flint an’ 
mder his orders, Dad. Between the two of ’em 
hey’ve done their best to hang Bob, and by golly I 
aim to break ’em both before I’m done. Luke 
flint has licld office too long already. He’s crooked 
s a dog’s hind leg. As for Cock-Eye : he’ll tell 
11 he knows, I reckon, when we corner him. He’s 
hat kind.” 

" But I don’t see just how you’re planning to do 
U this, Tom. You say that Flint . . 

“It’s dead easy, I tell you I ” Big Tom inter- 
jpted, showing his teeth in a wide grin. "I've 
St ’em in the palm of my hand right now. All 
in waitin’ for is to get ’em together so’s I can 
sring my bomb. You wait till we see Bob, an’ 
DU hear the rest cjf what I know. It’ll surprise 
DU, Dad. It sure will. I’ve aheady been to the 
ane woman an’ filled her full of near-tiuths that 
know she’ll I’epeat to Flint, Tliat’ll set him to 
linkin’ an’ worryin’, an’ it’s my experience that 
hen men are worried they get careless. I’ve given 
aps orders to trail Flint an’ Cock-Eye an’ report 
I me. The rest is easy, I tell you. It sure is,” 



chapt.i-:r XXII 


After Pogan luul gone, Betty continued tn pntti 
about amongst lier llowers, but now slio had an a 
of abstraction ; she moved uuxhiinically. She.wi 
thinking of Itob, for she. knew that Regan's vis 
must concern him. and she guessed that the visit; 
had come to tell her lover of the proofs he laid dii 
covered. From this she got to speculating upq 
Bob's ])rescnt whcreabotits and wondering hoi 
soon ho would return to the ninch. She Icnew tliii 
he often remained away all day, and she felt thJ 
a.s .soon as j)ossible he .should be informed of 
friend’s arrival. As it happened, she had seen hi^ 
ride off that morning, and from the direction lie h| 
taken and her own knowledge of the neighboiirho| 
•—though none too accurate— .she was fairly sul 
that she could find him. At any rate, after a Inij 
period of indecision, she determined that .she woul 
tiy, for she wanted mightily to be the first to t| 
him the good news, Conse<incntly not long afti 
g Tom and her undo had disapjiearcd in ti 
rn, .she was riding her pony up the trail to t| 
loimtains. ■ 1 



MEN OF MYSTERY 203 

At first the steep ascent forced her to proceed 
lowly f then came comparatively level ground 
ifhere she rode faster, then more climbing, and so 
tn. Before she realised it she was several miles 
rom home ; then she suddenly awoke to the dis- 
oveiy that she was in a locality which she had never 
'isited before. She must have taken a wrong turn 
pmewhere, she concluded, and she was debating 
he advisability of turning back at least, until she 
rrived in familiar territory, when she thought that 
lie could smell smolce. 

Smoke meant tlie proximity of a camp fire, and a 
amp firo indicated the presence of men. Since 
liese men would proliably turn out to be some of 
;ie Bar K riders, Betty decided to find tliem and 
sk her way to the trail which she had missed and 
hich she l)elicvecl would take her to Bob, 

She had toi>ped a short steep slope and was 
ding along a level winding stretch beneath the 
hivSpering silence of the pines, when she received 
ire proof of the camp*s existence, A little distance 
[lead the trail naiTOwed, passing between the sharp 
feak of a timbered bank and a liigh cliff, and here 
t the edge of the trees a man sat on a horse. When 
le first glimpsed the man it occun-ed to the girl, 

|d as it seemed, that lie was waiting for her, and 
^ first too, in a flash, she thrilled to the thought 
jat he was Bob. Then she saw that he was a 
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but the wi’ist that drove it was halted in mid-air 
by the dartiiij,' grip of the big man’s fing(!rs. There 
was a short sharp tussle, a /'•runt, and the steel tinkled 
on the stone iloor. Then Regan spoke. 

“ Quit it, yon ford I ” he snapped. " I don't want 
to hint you." 

'I’he Indian fell baek a little, half-crouching, his 
teeth hared in an animal-like snarl of ra/je and fear ; 
(or an instant, disarnied though he was, it looked 
as if he inismt to (ling himself at Big Tom’s throat. 
Then, recognising the man before him, he seemed 
suddenly to wilt, to shrink within himself, as it 
were : Ins snarl failed, and lii.s gaze darted furtively 
around tlic cave. It was jilain that he wanted to 
inake a run for it, Imt Regan’s massive ligure was 
planted squarely betwiam himself aiul the exit. 
With tliat (|uick ro.signation in the face of insur- 
inounl able odds characteristic of his race, he backed 
(arthor away and heciime rigid. Except for the 
Parting ghuic(;s from his beady eyes, his leathery 
iacc was as inscnitahle as the wtdl behind it. 

5 Regan surveyed him grimly for a moment. All 
|na Hash dining that lirief second or two of conflict 
lie had found the answer to a minor thread of the 
Inystery. He knew now beyond peradventnre who 
|lie intnulor had been who had visited the Half 
ioon tliat night and slightly wounded him in the 
Ihoulder. But ho kept his knowledge to himself. 
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or intimate knowledge of wliat had taken place, 
although this ,s(;cinecl highly improbable ; but in 
any case he could not be hurried. Sceptical as he 
was, Regan made it appear that he was satisfied, 
for the moment at least. Curbing his impatience 
under an extoi’ior as wooden as the Indian's own, 
he turned his attention to the man on the bed. 

When he stoojicd and looked closely into the face 
of the unconscious man, which until then he had 
not clearly s(;cn, he caught his breath in conster- 
nation. For a moment he was almost lloored liy 
the shock of liis discovery, 'riien with a quick side 
glance at 'I'uiis, who had not seemed to notice any- 
thing strange, he went on with his examination. 
Several mimitcs later he straightened up and reached 
(or his pipe, which he began to fill mechanically. 

" Well, I'll 1)0 damned,” he muttered, " i'll bo 
teetotally damned I *’ 



CIIAPTim XVII 


1 HE wonifin looked at K((pan defiantly, albeit i 
wore, too, a blended oxjn-cfision of fri/^lit and inju: 
innocence! wliiclx sat strauf-vly incongnions uf 
her shrewd and rather fad(!d fcatniajs ; slie seen 
resentful of the big man’s intrusion and at thesn 
tinje decidedly scared by his presence in her apa 
ment. But true to the tyjK! slie re|in;sente(l i 
tried hard to mask her real feelings beneath I 
appearance of smouhkiring hostility. 

Big roin, on llie other hand, wa.s as serem 
calm as if his visit were of a i>nrel 3 ' social natii 
From his manner no one oonld have guessed t| 
he was seeldng for information of the most vi 
importance, information which Im Ixclicved li 
woman to possess, and which he knew that ^ 
would withhold from him if she could. ■ 

“rve come to talk a little about Kate, Mai/, it 
he began quietly, apparently intent ui)on the rolll 
of a cigarette, although liis eyes did not mi.s^ 
single flicker of expression in her face. 
ere her best friend. You must know a heap abp 
it relations with Jack Lindsay." 
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“ I’ll say so,” she replied, and then : " Who 
oesn’t in this town ? Jack made no secret of 
leing pretty far gone where Kate was concerned. 

{ it hadn’t been for young Bob — the row he’d have 
aisod— the two of 'em might have been married 
ong ago.” 

"So I’ve heard.” Regan struck a match and 
ighted his smoke, inhaling deeply for a minute. 
'Tlrat bein’ so, it’s kind of funny that Jack should 
{ill her, now ain’t it ? ” he went on. 

; " It might look that way to some. But Jack had 
the temper of a devil at times, and he was drunk 
that night, they say. Besides, who knows for sure 
be did it ? Mightn’t the murderer — the man who 
baked Jack liimself— have done the other job ? ” 
i sure might. But he didn't, Maizie. You 
Know that ; so do 1. You know there was a reason 
for what Jack did— a good reason— something a 
ihole lot stronger than just plain whisky madness. 
Itliere sure was. You see, you heard and saw what 
lappened, Maizie.” 

I As he made this statement in the calm, matter-of- 
“ict tone of one who is positive of his ground, Regan’s 
ftze, which had appeared to wander, settled suddenly 
pon the woman’s face. But if he had expected 
pme startling effect he was disappointed. Maizie 
Ohtinued to return lus calm scrutiny withou 
jinching ; .so far her nerves were well in hand 
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but self-control could not entirely jn-event a qii 
blanching of her cheeks or an involuntary tens 
of her body, and neither of these indications 
inner turmoil were lost upon the visitor. He 0 
tinned to smoke, eyeing her steadily, waiting i 
her to speak. ; 

“ How— how d’you know that ? ” she demand 
at last. 

Big Tom smiled a little. He knew almost exac 
what had been passing in her mind ; in fact he y 
deliberately counting upon this psychological c( 
di tion to aid him. He knew that he had her une^ 
and guessing at the c.xtent of his knowledge, and 
had been his e.\perionce that once a woman’s .self 
fears are aroused, she is apt to become gaiTulo’ 
In ills own shrewd way Regan was something oi 
student of humanity, but his way was not alwa 
the way of other men. 

“ I know a lot I’m not telliii’, Maizie/' he answeri 
"Mebbe I was in Jack’s confidence, mebbe . ^ 
But we can pass that. You were at the randi tl) 
night. You saw and heard what happened the) 
Better come clean, Maizie." ; 

" And if I don’t ? ” Maizie still tried to appij 
defiant, but her eyes now belied her voice and wort 

Regan shrugged his shoulders slightly as ] 
dropped his cigarette stub into an ash-tray. “ B 
iyou will," he returned. " You're no fool. I’m j| 
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accusin’ you of anything, you know. I don’t aim 
to. But you an’ I both know what we do know, 
my girl. You’d better come clean with me. It’ll 
save time. Of course, if you'd rather tell it to the 
judge . . He paused and looked at her signifi- 
cantly. 

The woman appeared to consider. Her self- 
control had well-nigh vanished. She was all at 
once palpably nervous. Her hands opened and. 
closed in convulsive jerks and she wet her lips with 
her tongue. Then : — 

“ I—- y(ju’ll~-you'U not make me appear in court, 
Tom. Tell me you won’t do that, that you won’t 
let it be known that I was there ? If you know so 
much, yon know I’m not guilty of any wrong myself. 
I would have stopped it if I could. I was only a 
witness. I . . . My God, Tom Regan I Can’t you 
understand ? I’m scared ! ” 

^ " Sure, I know that,” he rejoined quietly, “ I sure 
do. But why ? You’ve notliing to fear if you tell 
Ithe truth. I’ll see you through, of course, but as 
|to gettin’ you into court, I can’t promise. It all 
idepeiids. But you’ve no call to be scared — none 
l-tall.” 

I " You don’t know, you don't even guess what 
I’m up against. You’re square. You'd help me — • 
wes, But — but you don't know him like I do. If 
|ie knew right now tliat I was there that night he’d 
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do me in like Jack did Kate. That’s why I’ve kept 
my mouth shut. Not even you could save me from 
him. Still, if there’s any one he fears at all, it's 
you, Tom Regan. lie’s sworn he'll break you, 
I’ve heard him myself, and when Jack Lindsay was 
iilive. ... If he suspects, he’ll get us, Tom— both 
of us.” 

” Mebbc. But I’m willin’ to take a cliance myself, 
Maizie. He’ll try, of course, he sure will. But 
suppose we get him first. All I need is a little 
evidence. Give me that an’ I'll put him behind 
bars, v.'hoever he is. Come now, let’s put our cards 
on the table. You know who killed Jack ? " 

“ No, no,” she cried vehemently, leanijig forward 
a little. ” No, no, not that, Tom, not that 1 1 
can only guess. I didn’t see tlint — he was alive 
when I left. But I know who killed Kate. It was 
'Jack himself. And I think I know why Bob was 
framed. God knows how you’ve learned so much, 
but you’re right. I was at the Half Moon that 
night. I’d ridden out to get Kate to come back 
home with me. I knew she was there, and I’d 
heard . . . But that has notliing to do with th< 
murder. When I got there — it was jn-etty early 
yet in tire evening — ^the house was lit up like 
church, but nobody around downstairs when 
stepped into the hall. 

" I’d just got there, however, when I heard 
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noise and Jack came stumbling down the stairs, 
gy God I what a sight he was. He’d been drinking 
hard, he showed that plain, but it was more than 
booze that made him look so. His face was like 
i mask— not human hardly. There was blood on 
it from a deej) sc.ratdv on one cheek and his open 
inouth dripped froth, like a mad dog's. He had 
the Devil in the cy(!S of him, Tom. d'he more sight 
pf him turned me faint, faint and limi) as a rag. 
He didn’t see me at first ; ho was mumbling and 
jalking to himself. 

“ Tve fixed Iior,"' he muttered, — —her. Toll all 

10 knows, will she, the Bleed me dry as a 

ncl to keep her dirty mouth shut. She don’t 
low Yankee Jack.' 

"Then he liegau to laugh: a mirthless, heartless 
iigh that made tlie cold chills run up and down my 
ick. I tell you, lie wasn’t human. He liad poured 
glass of whisky from a bottle on the table and was 
[ting it to his mouth, when he saw me standing 
lerc looking at him. The glass crashed on the floor, 
id for a minute we stared at each other. I think 
1 turned cold sober in that minute. His face went 
Into as chalk. 

'"You, Maizie,' he said finally. ' Ilow’d you 
it in here ? ' 

"I don’t know exactly what I answered liim 
btluiig maybe for a minute or two, I was scan 
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about <luiiib. 'J5u(: tluu I (.;o(: IC:i.t<;’s name ou 
sonicliow, and at that he bcfjati to laiij'li again 
That laii(;h, Tom. My (toil, it was awful 1 I 
luul been liad C'non{.fli at iiist, lait now- -mow i 
made me lliink of <l<,'viis. lie kept it up, too, lo 
a loU;'' time. I tliouj'ht I'd (,{(» (sazy Ixifore h 
stopi)e(l short and l)(.'{'an to stare at me agait 
Finally he .said 

" ‘ You’ve come to .see Kate, have you. Well 
she’s tipslaiiM what’s left of lier. Th<! rest is gone- 
gone to h(;U, Maizie. 1 si'ut her myself, .so I ougli 
to know, Fetter come aiul liave a drink while 
toll yon about it.' And with I hat he reached agai 
for the whisky bottle. 

“ I ran then, 'roin. I was scared, I tell you I 
thought then, and I lliink yet, that he’d havekillc 
me if he’d caught me. .It was; in his eyes. But 
got to my lunsc alicad of him. Thiui—after I g( 
home, I mean — I decided I'd l)ett(!r keep still abot 
wliat I knew. I was .still seared, yon see, scare 
stiff 1 And at the time, of (smrse., I didn’t kuo 
that Jack himself would get his that, night. Kal 
was gone anyhow, and- well, what could 
do?” 

Regan nodded slowly, when she paused. “ 
see,” he said. " I'd figured it was about like tha 
I don’t sujjposo you could do much. Still, I don 
why, after you got safe homo and kuinied thi 
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fack had been killed, that you didn’t say sometliing. 
(Je couldn't linrt you,” 

" That's just the reason— because he was dead,” 
ihe hit back instantly. “Jack had paid; they 
seemed to know, somehow, that he’d killed Kate, 
ily telling what I knew wouldn’t do any good, I 
bought, and there's a good reason why I don’t want 
;o bo inix(.id up in this. There’s others besides 
Jack for me to consider— I never had much use for 
iim anyhow.” 

j The woman's month closed significantly, and for 
1 moment she aiul Regan looked at each other in a 
ilicnce that was eloquent with liidden meaning, 
in that glance was shrewd intelligence setting itself 
||gainst a craftiness equally shrewd. Then the 
Visitor cleared liis throat. 

'* I see,” he said again dryly. 

Maizie bit her Kp and changed colour slightly. 
"Kate had been trying to blackmail Lindsay, 
think,” she continued finally. "That’s what 
aised the quarrel, I suppose. Jack was close- 
iouthed sober, but when he drank he talked and 
5’d told her tilings,” 

•Regan nodded. " I figured it might be that way,” 

5 admitted. " ICate knew a heap, I reckon. She'd 
,und out Jack's real name, for one thing. Thej 
jan'elled, an’ he was afraid she’d squeal.” 

I" You’ve known it, then, all the time,” the woman 
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seeinod a Itit: tnestfiiUon at liis anticipation of what 
she had hoped woidd be starllinit news. " It’s not 
ninch good trying to tell you anything,” she com. 
plained. 

Dig 'roni smiled faintly, “ 'riieve’s one thing 
you can tell me," luj remarked. “ It's what I 
want most to find out. Who was at the rancli 
that night besides yon an’ Kate, an’ why was 
Dob knocked ont an’ framed? You Imow, ] 
reckon ? ” 

'* Not me, not for sure I don’t,” slu; replici] 
hurriedly, her eyes once more bi-ginniiig to sliov 
that peculiar hunted look. " Jack was afraid c: 
Bob, 1 think ; but 1 ('.an only guos?i. 1 laiow nothinj 
of the murder, Tom, I swear I don’t.” 

" Mcbbe not. But you could gncfis a heap, ' 
reckon. You sure could. Kate kmav Jack’s secret 
—some of ’em-- an' she must have told you a lot 
Besklc.s, you admit yon are scared of some one 
Who is he?” 

Thus cornered and put directly to the (juestioi 
Maizic moistonod her lips with lier tongiio and looko 
around the room with the hunted, frightened dj 
pre.ssion of a trapped animal. For a second ah 
seemed on the point of speaking, then changed hf 
mind again and sat down. But J'l<!gan was relent 
less. 

"It aint Cock-Kyc—Bill Lacy—is it?" h 
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jueriecl, helping her out a little. " You’re not 
ifraid of Bill, Maizie ? ” 

■ " Cock-Eye ! That rat ! ” Her eyes blazed 
icornfully, so great was the momentary reaction 
jf her relief at thi.s mention of a name which she 
lad no cause to dread. " That sneaking tinhorn, 
you know better, Tom. It ain’t Cock-Eye. But 
[ know nothing, I tell you. I can only guess. I 
daren't put a name to him. I daren’t, I tell you 1 
You know so much, you must know that too. Why 
|ester me this way. You . . . Oh, my God! ” 
She suddenly Ijowed her face into her hands and 


I st into tcJirs. 

legan regarded her dispassionately. He knew 
.t she was unstrung, hysterical, beside herself 
h a fear which had been gnawing at the strings 
iier being for days, and, though he could be ruth- 
i enough upon occasion, he was not by nature a 
d man. In a measure her sadden breaking down 
5 in itself a conoboration of his own suspicions. 
5 discoveries had by now reached the point where 
was practically sure of his ground. Still he was 
areful man. He wanted to test, to verify, each 
)arate strand of his fabric before he threw his 
ight upon it, for he knew that he had to deal 
th an exceedingly clever and Slippery criminal. 
Rolling himself a fresh cigarette, he puffed at it 
inightfully until the woman ceased her choiring 
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S(»1)S !in<l raised lu!i' tcar-diimncd eyes to stare aj 
him agiiin. Tlieu : 

"Ihick lip, Mai/.ie,” ho said kindly. *' Youneai 
not say it if you don't want to-*-not now at ani 
rate. You see, I aliisidy know a lu-ap. It’s ju^ 
the proof I want - cold [iroof, I’vi! gotta have tliaj 
you know, before I can lay iny hand down ontli 
table. A man can’t bluff any after lie’.s been called- 
he sure can’t.” j 

“ Wliat - wliat are you going to do ? ” she aska] 
drying lu'p eyes, i 

" That’s telliii'. I ain’t just sure iny.self ye 
It dejiends .some on liow tlie eat jumps. But it’ 
be a-plenty, I reckon. I aim to see that Bo 
Lindsay gets justice hr.st of all, then there's otlu 
things. You just kia p a still toufpie in your heai 
my girl, until you hear from mo again.” lie stoo 
up and put on his hat. 

" My God, Tom ! ” Maizie sinang to her feet an 
caught at hi.s arm. ” Y'ou-—yon’ro not going i 
give the .show away right now ? ” 

Regan shook hi,s head, smiling faintly at tli 
fninknoss of her teiTor, " Sure not. The tira 
ain't quite ripe yet. I’ve got a little trip into tl] 
country to make first. Now you rcmemljer“ke(i 
what you know to yourself. You’ll not lose 1) 
it.” He tunied toward the door, then halte] 
bruptly. 
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"You never heard of a man named Turlock — ■ 
im Turlock, I don't suppose ? ” he asked, as if the 
uestion had just occurred to him. 

She shook her head. Then said quickly : "He's 
0j;_not one of the Gray Hoods ? ’’ 

Regan grinned. " So that's it, eh," he flashed 
ack. “ I thought so. Humph 1 I figured it was 
lie Hoods you feared. Well, it don't matter. So 
mg, Maizie." 

She watched him go without another word, 
landing exactly where he had left her until the 
cho of his footfalls had died in the distance, then 
iie returned to the chair she had just vacated and 
it down. From her manner it was plain that she 
fas thinking fast, weighing the chances of some plan 
r other, plain too that the fright which she had so 
icently registered was still strong in her mind, but 
6w this fright seemed of a different khtd than 
cirmerly. She appeared to be nerving herself up 
5 some desperate course of action. Presently she 
lanced at the clock, nodded, and sprang to her 

let 

|Five minutes later, .shrouded in a long dark cloak, 
jjis left the house and hurried along tlie silent street. 



CHAPTER XVIII . 

SiiEKiFF Feint wrote laboriously. By habit hew 
not a writing man, his fingers were clumsy and mil 
of their element in the manipulation of a pen 
but there were times when his business affairsn 
especially those private affairs wliieh were not pa|! 
or parcel of his ollieial duties— necessitated a certai 
amount of clerical work, and there were reason! 
why he did not cave to entrust tins work to ai 
amanuensis. He wrote laboriously, jiainstakingl^ 
in a heavy sprawling hand, his whole mind coij 
centrated upon his task. 

The hour being late he felt secure from ordinal 
interruptions, but he had locked liiinself into h 
office, nevertheless, and witliin easy reach on b 
desk lay the loaded revolver which it was his dail 
custom to cany thrust within the waistbancl of It 
trousers. For Sheriff Flint was not a man wl 
took unnecessary risks. Ho believed, wherevi 
possible, in working with rather than against odJ 
although he was courageous enough when the pinj 
''ame. / vj 

"he alarm clock on his desk ticked noisily frq 
m i 
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eleven to a quarter past. Into the bare untidy 
office, softened and enriched somewhat now by the 
shaded liglit, there penetrated the honking of an 
;automol)ile horn, then hurrying footsteps on tiie 
'sidewalk. But with his mind centred upon his 
work Flint paid no attention. The sound of foot- 
-steps ceased, there came a low knock on the office 
^floor. 

i' The Sheriff, .still heedless of external happenings, 
Continued to write. But the knocking was repeated, 
land then was reiieated again, louder and louder, 
pe midnight visitor, whoever he was, seemed 
Idetennined to gain admittance. 

I Flint put down his jjen mid listened, his face like 
|arved mahogany in the lamplight. Then he swept 
Ijtogether the papers upon which he had been at work 
'dnd placed them carefully away in a drawer of the 

( esk. He got up and deliberately crossed the room 
3 the door, which he unlocked and opened, peering 
ut into the darkened hallway in some annoyance, 

I "You, Billl” he growled, when he discovered 
liathis visitor was the cross-eyed gambler. " What 
|pu doin'- here? I thought you were up in the 
jiUs." 

I 'M was until tliis momin’, Luke,", Cock-Eye 
Itiswered, entering the room. " Shut the door. 
Piere's the devil to pay, Regaii, he . . 

"Regan. What's Regan doin’ now.” Th< 
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Sheriff, having closed and relockcd the door swun 
around to face the caller, “ Out with it, you jelli 
fish I ” 

" He’s wise, that’s all." Coc.Ic-h:ye rctumed tli 
other man’s startled look with a svillfui glare. " 
told you tUcre’d he trouble if we didn’t watch oi 
step. We’re into it now - -up to our oars.’’ 

*' The hell we are 1 " Flint returned to his des 
and !'e.soatod himself as ddiberatidy as he had riser 
It was not his nature to show surprisr! or trepidatior 
For a moment he stared in silence at the gambler 
who in the meantime liad taken jrossession o(; 
convenient chair. 

" Well I " he snapped. " Out witli it I What' 
catin’ you, huh ? " 

I.acy did not reply iram(,-<1iat(!ly. Ho seemed t 
be collecting himself. It was plain that ho had beer 
hurrying ; Jrc brrrathcd fast, and his fingers trembler 
a little as he rolled and lighted a cigarette. Seeinj 
that the tinhorn would speak as .soon as he coiiH 
the Sheriff stifled his impatience and koljrcd liimsei. 
to a fresh chew, spitting into the .sand-box witlu 
little sucking sound. 

Cock-Eye recovered lus breath and his tongrii 
at practically the same instant. 

" I’ve located Bob Liiulsay, Luke," he begaiir 
" You’re right— he’s at the Bar K. Bruce EaW 
tipped me off, an' I seen him myself later. H 
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tried to keep under cover at first, Bruce says, but 
not for long. I reckon he thinks he’s safe enough 
out there. Dad’s niece is livin’ with him now, 
an’ she an’ Bob are thick as a pair o’ rock rattlers. 
That riles Bruce considerable, he . . .” 

"Damn Bruce I” Sheriff Flint interrupted fiercely. 
" You didn't come clear into town to tell me a love 
story, did you ? Get down to cases. Bill, get down 
to cases.” 

i " That’s what I’m doin’. I’ve got to begin some 
place, haven’t I ? ” Cock-Eye retorted belligerently, 
then, quailing under the other man's stare : ” Well, 
it’s like this : 

I “ Yesterday I'm watchin' the Bar K from a qiiiet 
spot up in the timber when I see that warhoop 
'dhoreman of Jack’s— Taps, they call him— come 
tidin' in over the town trail. As it happens, Kent 
is just startin’ out from the ranch an’ the two of 
iem meet on the road. They talk a bit, an’ the 
iinjun hands over a letter, or something like that— 

ii can’t tell exactly from where I’m hid — ^then he 
[turns around an’ beats it back into the hills. Dad 
ijgoes back to the house. 

I " Well, the thing looks kinda queer to me, so after 
Idark I take a chance an’ nosey down to the house, 
Iwhere I locate Dad an’ the boy sittin’ together in 
Itoe big room. The window’s open a little, which 
inakes it easy for me to hear what they say, Thatj 
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letter the warhoop turned over to Kent is froi, 
Tom Regiui, Luke. He knows who killed ]ac 
Lindsay I " 

" Regan 1 ” Sheriff Flint's repetition of the nam 
came like the crack of a pistol, and his long ungaitil’ 
figure jerked tensely upright. But that was ali 
He neither moved again nor spoke another won 
for a full minute. He merely glared : boring th 
gambler with a look which made him squirm, 

You snake I ho burst out suddenly, leanirij 
foward as if in the act of springing iqion his visitoi 
" You're doublc-crossin’ mo. You’re keepin’ some 
thing back. You . . ." 

Under the lash of that grating voice and the savag 
look in the Sheriff’s eyes, I.acy paled visibly, albei 
he met the other’s look with a fair show of steadi 
ness. “You fool)” he hissed. “What do yoi 
take me for ? D’you tliink I’d come here Hire thii 
to warn you, if I wasn’t .square ? By God, Luke 
you’ll go too far some day I ” 

Even in his fury the Sheriff caught the logic 0 
tile retort. He pulled himself together hurriedly 
You re right,” he conceded. “There’s no scns( 
quauellin . lell me what you know an' be quid 
about it.” 

Somewhat mollified by this sudden change 0 
'ont, Cock-Eye grinned and resumed his nan’ative 

“ I slipped away from the ranch a little. later,’ 
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he explained, " and by the time I reached camp 
I’d decided that I’d better come in an' put you 
next. So here I am, I rode down as far as Pete 
Corey’s an’ got him to bring me the rest of the 


way in hi.s flivver." 

" You didn’t get to see exactly what was in that 
letter ? ” 

" Nope. But I heal'd enough. There ain’t no 
doubt that Regan’s wise himself, but from what I 
heard I don’t think he’s told yet who the murderer 
lis. I wish I knew.” 

1; " You an’ me both. Bill,” Flint heartily echoed 
Ithe sentiment. " For a long time I really figured 
It was Bob, ’spite of tire fact that I knew some of 
lihe evidence was framed. But I dunno. I’ve had 
|hiy doubts lately.” 

“ You have ? Well, I haven't — not till I heard 
'that talk last night. Framin' the evidence didn't 
|cut no ice with me, Luke. That was only helpin' 
ihings along a little. But I’ve always been a mite 
Icared that Regan might turn up something. He's 
Moo damn nosey.” 

I " He is that. Curse him 1 He’s out in the hills 
some place right now, I understand. I figure he 
Imells a mouse. Bill, If what you say is true, he’s 
lleared Bob already, but he ain’t been here to 
lotify me as he naturally would have if everything 
las on the level. He knows more’n we thirl' 
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For one tiling, I just learned a while ago that 1 m 
knows Miiizie was at the .Half Moon that night, 
He was in to question her. She told me sii 
herself.” 

” 'I'he devil .she did. Well, if that’s the case to 
might as well jiuil up stal(e.s. Mo, I'm goiii,’ over 
into Montiina an' stay there. It’ll lie healthier.” 

Mobile. Still, there s no <.ia.Il to get cxcitcdj 
Bill. We re not boat yet. I li;id a hunch we'd 
get in wrong by tryin’ to load this thing on to Bob, 
If I could have got to the ranch before Tom that da)i 
I'd have fi.xed things dillerent. 'J'hat Indian now-i 
he knows something lik(‘ly. Ho may have beeij 
around some place tliat night. By James I I wish 
I really knew who killed Jack.” 

“ You don’t think Bob had any hand in it at all, 
then?" 5 

H you think I’m a fool ? ” Flint turned his cold 
eyes on the tinhorn in a way that made him squirini 
lo hell with Bob 1 It's Regan that worries me-i 
lorn Regan an’ what ho kirows. Wlrat witli the 
election cornin’ on air' nil that, he’ll likely take hie 
chance to thr ow the iron into me for keeps, He’l 
on his way to the Bar K right now, I expect; | 
know he s left town. He’s found proof tliat Bo| 
ain t guilty, you say, but he ain’t been to me wit| 
it, wliich shows that he don’t trust mo any. H’m l| 
The Sheriff fell abruptly silent, his glassy eyj 
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xed in. tlie far-away look of one who thinks hard 
nd fast. For a moment, save for the slow move- 
lents of his jaws, he did not stir a muscle. Then 

le turned to Cock-Eye. . ^ , 

« you ever hear of a man named Jim Turlock, 

jiU ? ” he asked abruptly. 

"Turlock?" Lacy scowled tlioughtfully for a 
jistant ; then shook his head. " No,” he answered. 

5* Why?” . , . xi • 

; " He seems to be mixed up in this thing some- 

low. He may be the murderer. I dunno. Regan 

Ipentionecl the name to Maizie, she says. I never, 

i d of the man myself.” 

Turlock/' Lacy repeated the name again, still 
vling. Suddenly his face brightened. "By 
y 1 ” he exclaimed, ” I gotcha, Luke. I d forgot 
irst, but there’s a guy by that name worked for 
id Stevens a few weeks back. It must be the 
le feller, but I don’t see what he could have to 
witli the killin’ ? ” 

'No more do I. Still, you never can tell. Jack 
5 some stepper in his young days-he made 
'mies. You don't think Regan’s told anybody 
at he knows yet? Good. Figinin' tliat way, 
hink we’ve got a chance. We must use our heads 
Ittle, that's all. So long as I can swing the vote 
this county 1 can laugh at Tom Regan. Get me 
e ain’t personally done anything tliat anybody 
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can prove on u» now tliat Jack landsay and th( 
woman can’t talk." 

" No. But the hooch, laike. If ...” 

" Never you mind that, Bill,’’ Slieriff Flint inter 
rupt(!d ipid leaned forward iin|)ressively. " We'l 
.sidetrack the hooch entire for the pr(;,sent— nnti 
things (:|ui<it down some, atryhow. Wlutn you conn 
in to-night I wa.s writin’ a nie.s.sage to the boyi 
about that ; you can deliver it yourself now you’n 
hero. Tell 'cm to bury everything in the old cavi 
an’ sit tight for a hit. Get me ? ’’ 

" Sure. But if R(!gan knows already, lie’ll . . 

"He don't know. Bill. He can't. He’s onl] 
guessin’, I tell yon. And anyhow, without tin 
evidence to back it up he dassen’t toll what b 
knows. He’ll be glad enough to clear Bob of thi; 
murder charge, an’ let it go at that. You just g( 
back to the canyon an’ do like I say. If you ge 
a chance to anest that Injun - -'raps- do it. I wan 
him. I may be up that way myself in a couple o 
days." 

" All right. I’ll start back at daylight," Cock 
Eye assented, rolling a fresh ciganstte. " But listei 
here: Suppose I lind a way to get Bob. Wha 
then, huh ? ” 

" Take it. I’ve got a warrant for liim, haven' 
T ? It ain’t our fault if he’s innocent — they cai 

ove that later, If we get the boy it’ll force Regai 
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to show his hand an’ keep him from snoopin’ around 
too much maybe. But whatever you do, be careful. 
A mistake right now would ruin tlie whole works." 

"Sure, I know. You can trust me, Luke." 
Gock-Eye grinned sapiently. " I’ll keep an eye on 
sthings, What about tins man Turlock ? Seems 
to me we oughta find out for sure where he comes 


5 " Leave that to me an’ the — Hoods," Sheriff 
pFlint smiled back. " I’ve got a plan, BiU. Damn 
ITurlock. It’s Tom Regan I want, and I aim to get 
|himl" 



CHAPTER XIX 


Owing to its isolation the Bar K received fe^ 
visitors, and since the ranch employees were just 
tliis time busy on the range, Bob was not forced int^ 
complete seclusion. In fact, he found the conditio^ 
of semi-hiding in which he was placed far less irl^ 
some than he had anticipated ; it would have bee| 
decidedly pleasant had it not been for the enforcej 
inaction and a certain feeling of re.straint whi| 
never left him. After his first visit even the forj 
man was too busy to come down out of the mou^ 
tains, or, at any rate, he did not appear at the honsi 
and for several days, while lus injured ankle groi 
strong again, the visitor idled in the congenil 
company of Betty and her uncle, doing what litti 
he could to assist with the lighter tasks around t| 
house and bams. Thus, since Kent spent fu| 
half of his time with his men, the two young peol 
were thrown much alone together, and Bob hi 
not been at the Bar K long before lie realised til 
this intimate association was giving ri.se to thoug| 
.nd dreams wliich never before had occupied ll 
nind. 
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For Betty was the first girl he had ever known 
^ho aroused in him feelings of more than merely 
Ephemeral interest ; and now that he Icnew that 
ite loved her — ^for to himself he was soon forced to 
admit that such was the case— his sensations were 
an odd composite of joy and pain. Joy because 
If the gr eat and warming happiness which had come 
lo him out of the mist of horror and doubt in which 
|e had been swallowed up, pain because he could 
^ot in justice and decency give expression to 
he emotions which filled him full. For until he 
yas completely exonerated of all suspicion of 
iiurderous guilt, and that other, to himself at least, 
^yen darker stain upon him had been removed 
I ever it could be removed — he felt that he could 
lot speak out. 

I: Then, like a flash of the sun through a drift of 
Itorm-clouds, had come Regan's note with its assur- 
^ce tliat his innocence was already as good as 
proved, and for a time Bob had been almost happy 
Igain, although he was still determined to wait for 
pie proof itself before he spoke. That hideous 
|oubt of his liirth kept swimming in his mind, blind- 
ing him to all save his memory of what had taken 
llace at the Half Moon on that terrible night. 

I Hence, since he feared that he might not be able 
^ways to restrain himself, and to be constantly 
lith Betty under such circumstances was an 
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took to wftiidcring cincl riding much 
alone through the mountains and canyons wliiclj 
surrounded the ranch. Hour after hour, deep iij 
the soothing solitude of some hidden glen, or high 
up on the side of some rocky peak, he would sit and 
brood, striving with all his might to harness and; 
overcome the sea of emotional chaos which engulfel 
him, and whidi when at the ranch he tried to bur| 
beneath an exterior of careless camaraderie. Iif 
all his intro.spection he never gue.ssed that Bettyj 
might be worrying about him, or that in her eye| 
he liad never been guilty of any crime more heinoul 
tlian the one of failing to understand her belief i| 
his innocence* ■i 


Thus did Betty, wiser far in certain ways, dcspit| 
her youth, than any man, read pages of what wa| 
passing and repassing in lus mind. She understood! 
or thouglit that she understood — for even hoil 
woman’s intuition could not penetrate to the rool 
of something of which she did not even guess tliJ 
existence (she had been told nothing of what haS 
taken place between Bob and his father) — the cau3 
of tirat look of misery in his eyes on those now ^ 
too rare occasions when they wore alone togethdj 
and she respected him for it. Still, being a womaj 
she wanted him to speak out, to give her the rigll 
0 comfort him as she longed to do ; but she com 
lied her desires with aU tlie skill of a bom actresa 
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At times, unable to keep always silent, she bared 
a portion of her mind to the one person who 
enjoyed her confidence— her uncle; asking questions 
and expressing views that would have betrayed her 
secret to a woman, but which the kindly old 
ranchman at iirst found it hard to explain, even 
to himself. 

She was, of course, first of aU anxious to learn 
if her uncle could in any way explain what had 
actually happened at Half Moon Ranch that night. 
Why was it tliat Bob himself could not be sure of 
what had talcen place ? Had he been mad, or 
unconscious, or what ? 

" I-Iave you ever lietu-d of such a thing before ? '* 
ihe asked. 

Kent scratched his ear at tliis and eyed her in 
some perplexity. He was doing liis best to help, 
[n fact, to give liim credit, for he was botli shrewd 
ind observant, he had by this time guessed pretty 
nuch how the land lay, and he was not at all sur- 
irised, To tell the truth, all tilings considered, 
le would have been glad, were it not for— and to 
limself, even after the receipt of Regan’s brief note, 
le was forced to acknowledge this — the possibility 
hat Bob might be unable to completely prove his 
inocence. For he knew the suffering which such 
n eventuality would surely bring to liis niece.; 
till he cared for her too deeply to attempt to'^ 
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influence her overmuch l)efore he had hitnsel 
considered the problem from all its angles. 

" It’s hard to say, lass," he replied to her question 
"These things are pretty hard to exjflain. I’v 
never known the like exactly ; I can only guess 
But I think that Bob, wlio has suffered in the wai 
must have been overtaken by a temporary loss o 
reason. Slielkshock, I've lieard, often jflays quec 
tricks with a man’s memory, it may even cause i 
kind of temporary dementia. It may be that Bol 
went off his head that night, and if .so, in a momen 
of madness, ho imiy have done a terrible thing 
Mind you, I say way. Personally, I don’t believi 
him guilty. I've known him in a way since he wa; 
a little lad, and mad or sane, drunk or sober, tlia 
boy is not the kind to murder unyl)ody. But ii 
self-defence, in a fit of passion, perhaps he , . 
Bob is higli-strung and impetuous. Tliis shell-shod 
—tlie doctors say— docs queer things. We shoulc 
prepare ourselves to accept die truth whatever il 
may be." 

" It’s too terrible to accej^t,” she reiflicd. " ] 
can't believe it. I w'on’t. I wouldn’t believe it i; 
all the world said it were true. Why should hj 
do such an awful thing ? Ilis own father I Whai 
'ossible motive could he have ? " >; 

" Something that I can’t just toll you now, Bettj^ 

is between them to make mischief. I've know^ 
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(pen killed for less, and the killer go free and clear, 
jhe black mood was upon Bob that night — he told 
itie as much himself. But he said that he left his 
father alive and well, and I believe him. StiU, 
fhe question we must face is this : did he go back 
Igain ? He has no recollection of entering the 
|oiise, he says, — though he admits riding home in 
ikind of dream ; but he woke up there in his own 
^ed next morning. Now he may have been out 
bf his mind for a bit, and ...” 

I “ But how could he have been out of his mind ? ” 
3etty interrupted. '' He's been sane enough ever 
iince, even though the. strain he’s been living under 
;0r days has been enough to madden any one. Any 
Ihild could see that he is suffering agonies over the 
|iere thought that he may be guilty. We know 
that he is brave. Witness the way he threw himself 
kpon the bull that day. Doesn’t all that prove 
poniething ? ” 

I The old man nodded thoughtfully. 

[ '■ It does, of course,” he conceded. ” It proves 
lluit the lad is at heart no murderer— that he has 
pot the stomach of a IciUer at all. But we knew 
Ihat much already, lass. No ! no I ” He chuckled 
|bftly and putted her arm. " We’re just making 
[Snountains out of mole-hills by all this talk of ours, 
Ifour Aunt Mary had a saying which I’ve lived to 
learn is mighty true. ' Worry kills where baWles 




CHAPTER XX' 

Two-thirds of the way up Baldy, on the opposite 
side of the mountain from that facing the ranch 
and several miles away, Bob lay at full length on a 
sunny ledge which overlooked a tree-filled canyon 
some hundreds of feet below. It was a favourite 
resting-place of liis, that ledge. Many times in the 
past few days he had sweated his way up to it— 
for the only approach was too steep and rough for 
a horse to travel— and it was here that he spent 
many hours trying to find surcease of the conflict 
in his soul. And often in tlie vast solitude a sense 
pf peace had come to him, so that, even if he had 
arrived at no definite decision, he had at least felt 
less unsettled for a time, and it was to gain this 
temporary relief of mind that he had formed the 
habit of coming to the ledge, 
ii To-day, however', the solitude which he had 
learned to look for-ward to and to accept as an 
essential part of his present life had been intemipted. 
|\n hour or so after his anival at the ledge, looking 
Sown across the depths of the canyon, he had become 
luddenly aware of movement in a little opening, 
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or park, far to the loft, and us he watched it tl 
vague shape wliich he could at first see through 
screen of trees quickly developed into the figin 
of a mounted man. He was a big man in a dat 
hat and mounted on a fast-walking, black hors 
and he rode slowly toward the uijper end of tl 
canyon. At first, concluding hurriedly that- tli 
honsenum was one of the Bar K riilers on the loot 
out for strays. Bob watched him without especii 
intcrc.st; then something oddly familiar in tli 
man’s aiqreavance caught his eye. The distant 
was still considerable, but the rarefied atmospher 
made objects surprisingly clear, and it was not log 
before the watcher recognised tlio. Bar K foreman- 
Bnicc Eaton, 

He rode slowly, almost languidly it seemed i 
Bob, yet tliere was .something in the way he eyei 
tire trees on either side of him which conveyed th 
impression that he was alert and watchful. A 
first, naturally enough. Bob concluded that he wa 
seal’d ling the timber for strays, since the canyoi 
was a part of the liar K range, and it was Eatoifa 
business to keep tab of the cattle, but he had no 
watched for long before ho changed his mind 
'''mething furtive in the foreman’s bearing caiisci 
0 to watch with growing interest until a seconc 
rseman appeared from the cover of the pines ant 
te forward. The two met and became engagej 
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in what seemed to be an earnest conversation. Bob 
had watched them for a matter of minutes before 
it dawned upon him that the second rider was none 
other than Bill Lacy, the cross-eyed gambler with 
whom he had quarrelled on the night of tlie murder. 

For a little, while this surprising fact soaked into 
his intelligence, Bob lay still, considering fully and 
rapidly the jjossibilities of his discovery. As yet, 
of course, lie knew nothing of Cock-Eye's intimate 
connection with tlic mystery, and it did not, there- 
fore, occur to him at once that the tinhorn’s presence 
;:could have anything to do with himself. Yet his 
suspicions were aroused. He remembered the 
furtive manner in which Eaton had surveyed his 
surroundings, and smiled grimly. The meeting liad 
been prearranged ; he was sure of it. But why ? 
(Wliat could Lacy and the foreman Iiave in common 
which liad necessitated so long a ride by the former, 
and this secret rendezvous ? The whole affair had 
a suspicious look. 

Bob thought hiuriedly. Somehow— -he did not 
know why exactly — ^perhaps it was for no more 
tangible reason than that he disliked and distrusted 
both men — ^lie was convinced that he was on the 
verge of a discovery. He had already guessed that 
ijSruce Eaton was in love with Betty ; he felt thaf 
|ock-Eye must be his own sworn enemy ; and ii 
|uddenly came into his mind that the tinhorn hac 
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been his father’s friend. All of wliich was rather 
vague and incoherent, perhaps, but anyhow it 
sufficed to stir him tremendously, and almost in- 
stantly he determined to find out just what the two 
men were up to. 

Still in a prone position, so as to avoid the possi- 
bility of being seen from below, he sipiirmed back 
from the brink of the ledge and Imrricd down to 
the place where he had left his liorse. 



CHAPTER XXI 


Tom Regan seldom acted hastily. He was not a 
man of impulse. Things ripened slowly for him 
as a rule, but once he had made up his mind to move 
he proceeded straight to his destination. He was 
not " flashy.” He relied upon dogged perseverance 
and a certain inborn shrewdness, ratlier than mere 
brilliance, to achieve his ends ; but his confidence 
;in himself was absolute. From the very beginning 
jhe had been sure that he would eventuallj? unravel 
'file my.stery of Jack Lindsay’s death, and he had 
been patient. But now that he had caught a 
{glimpse of the end he did not hesitate. 

I When he dismounted from his horse in front of 
l^e Bar K ranch house he was surprised and not a 
|ittle puzzled to find a young and pretty woman 
latching him across the top of the thick hedge 
feich grew between the garden and the lane. It 
mad been long since he had visited David Kent, 
Ind in the interval he had not heard of the coming 
his niece. He wondered now just who this slip 
a gix'l could be. Not a servant surely. Evei 
ough she was clad in a rather faded gingham dress 
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her head botmd in a gaticly bandanna handkerchief 
her hands and lower arms protected by a pair ol 
heavy gloves— tlie working costume she wore at 
certain times— Betty looked, in Big Tom's own 
phraseology, "good enough to eat.” From the 
crown of hor dainty head to the tips of her shoes 
she appeared in her present setting as rare and exotie 
as an orcl lid in the midst of a cluster of daisies. The 
face wliKdi met tlie visitor’s frank scrutiny so fear, 
lessly, if a tdile boyi.sh, was so pleasing that he could 
only wonder at its beauty. 

Regan was too old, too experienced, and too con- 
firmed a bachelor to have his head turned by tW 
charms of any woman. Still, he never failed ti 
acknowledge beauty when he saw it. Also it had 
almost instantly occurred to him that here was i 
complication which he had not foreseen when he had 
sent Bob to the Bar K for .shelter. And this sli| 
of a girl, cool and self-reliant as she appeared, had 
no place in his present mission, which was essentially 
a man’s emind. 

"A beauty, if God ever made one,” he decided 
"No he-man of Bob’s age could live under the samI 
roof with a picture like that an' not . . .” HI 
smiled sxiddenly and removed his hat. 

" Beg pardon, miss,” he said. ", I'm lookin' fo 
^ad — ^Mr, Kent, I mean. He’s around some place ?!! 
letty nodded. "He’s over at the barn or the corral 
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think,” slie replied. '' He rode in not long ago, 
fou're Mr Regan, aren’t you ? ” 

" That’s me.” The visitor grinned. " Plow’d 
ou know ? ” 

" Oh, wc’vc talked of you a great deal, especially 
iace Bob’s arrival ; and then, of course, since the 
nclian brought your note we've been in a way 
xpecting you. Frankly, Mr. Regan, I’m just a 
iny bit disai)])ointed in you. Why, you’re only a 
lan, after all.” 

Regan chuckled throatily. He knew now beyond 
ny doubt tlnit his finst impression had been correct, 
e was going to like this girl. He felt, somehow, 

5 if they were old friends. 

" Been lyin’ about me, have they,” he rejoined. 
It's like ’em — o.specially Dad. But I’m afraid 
've been neglected, miss; I sure have. It’s 
cen a long time since I've heard from the Bar 
1 folk. Dad sure ought to be shook good for not 
filin’ me when you arrived, an’ me a lone 
lan all these yeans. Just look at all the time 
’ve lost.” 

"Perhaps; but it hasn’t been entirely wasted 
vidently,” she laughed back. ” Yon seem quite 
^pable of making up for it." Then, sobering 
bruptly : " But you said you wanted to see my 
ncle. I know it must be important.; I mustn’t 
elay yoti. He . . ." 
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" Is coming up the lane right now,” Regan inter- 
ruptecl, having already spied Kent on his way 
toward them from the direction of the ,l)arn. '* l’i| 
toddle along to meet him, I reckon, if yon don't 
mind.” And without giving the girt time to make 
reply he turned away, leading hi.s hoise. 

To tell the truth. Big Tom just tium was in no 
mood for trilling conversation. All the way froiri 
Moondance he had been thinking and jdanning just 
what he must do. But first of all lie mu.st talk witk 
Bob and David Kent. i 

When they met in the lane some distance froi^i 
tile house the two men greeted each other as casuallj 
as if they had parteil only a few hours ago. ' 
“ Hullo, Dad 1 ” 

” Hullo, Tom I ” 

Then came a bone-cru.shing grip of the hant 
and that was all. Neither man asked a questio 
or volunteered needless information until Regan 
horse had been unsaddled and tied in a spare sta 
to eat his fill of the sweet new hay. But at last 
" Your niece says yon got my tiuissage all right, 
the visitor remarked, producing and beginning t 
fill his blackened corncob. ” I figured I coiili 
trust the Injun that much. He’s got a debt t 

pay." j 

" So ? ” Dacr,s tone was just mildly interro 
;ative, as he .settled himself as comfortably ; a 
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possible on the tongue of a convenient wagon and 
ireached for lus own pipe, 

j "Yes.” Big Tom smiled reflectively and sat 
down on an nptunied box. " He’s got himself in 
l^ng a little over this Lindsay business an’ he’s 
afraid I'll have him arrested if he don't do as I say,” 
jhe went on, after he had lighted his pipe, 
i " Where’s Bob ? ” In; asked abruptly, 

" I can’t say exactly, Tom. Up in tiro hills some- 
where, I reckon. He's taken to wandering off by 
himself a good bit lately. Inaction hits him pretty 
hard — that and what’s on his mind.” 
f Regan nodded. ” He’s been tlirough hell, that 
lad,” ho remariced. ” But I hoped my note would 
case his mind a bit. You see, when I sent it I didn’t 
dare to say too much : I lacked full proof of some 
ihings, I still do in a way, but the worst is over. 
Pad. I can prove Bob innocent most any time now, 

I reckon.” 

i " That’s good hearing, Torn,” the ranchman said 
calmly, althongli his eyes shone. " I thought you'd 
Jo that sooner or later. Who is he — the murderer, 

[ mean ? ” 

' Regan grinned knowingly. " Mind if I don’t 
ell you his name right now ? ” he asked, " You 
;ee, Bad, it’s quite a yarn — ^liow I got on the trail 
in’ all, and I don’t want to tell it twice. I’d rather 
rait till Bob’s along. Right now I’d like to talk; 
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about something else. Luke Flint, for 
thing.” 

" Luke Flint, eh I ” Kent nodded sagely. “ 
thought so. I figured he must be mixed up in th 
thing somehow. He and Jack were friends, I’v, 
heard. You know Lind.say called himself Slad 
years ago, I reclcon ? It was before your time ii 
this country, but I knew him then. He had j 
pretty shady record.” 

" Of course ; I sure do. I've gone into thing 
pretty deep lately. But I doubt if Flint know 
much about that— Jack’s past, I mean. Still, it’s 
from out of that past that this murder comes, an: 
Bob’s story begins back there too. He ain’t Jacl 
Lindsay s son a-tall, not the same J ack Lindsaj 
we know, tliat is. You’ve guessed that, mebbe?*j 

The ranchman nodded without spealving, and fo^ 
a moment the two smoked in silence. Then 

" I’ve discovered aheap lately,” Regan continue' 

" I've been lucky enough to get on the right trac 
although at the start I never knew where it Wi 
goin’ to lead me. Luke Flint, an’ Jack, an’ Bi 
Lacy, they’ve all been in together in a bootlcggii 
scheme for a year or two now. Of counse, I’d hear 
laimours before, but I never knew for sure rint 
just I'ecent. Flint, he’s the head o’ the gang, wit 
Lacy actin’ as a kind of go-between. They’rj 
made money, I reckon : lots of it, They’ve got! 
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g still lip tliis way— over near Dead Horse Canyon, 
think it is.” 

“ Yes, I know the place,” said Dad. " My range- 
)ss, Briice Eaton, know.s it too, better’n he should, 
aybe ; but I liaven't asked questions much, 
Dod stock hancks are rare these days, and so long 
, a man does his work I let him alone. Besides, 
m no revenue agent.” 

"Neither am I, Dad, I don't hold with Pro- 
bition a~tall. ]3ut this boot-liquor they're peddlin’ 
w is poison dope, it sure is. However, it’s Flint 
m talkin' about now — ^not the booze he sells, 
;in' an officer of the law, he’s got less right than , 
bst to work crooked, but he always was a slippery 
iss. He’s covered himself careful, at that ; he 
re has. Cock-Eye’s done most of the real work, 
reckon, an’ if it hadn’t been for this murder I 
ight never have got the dope on ’em. It was 
lO woman, I think — Katie Sturgi,s — ^who started 
iall. 

1 “ She got wise to something in Jack's past an’ 
ietl to hold liim up. There was a row, an' he 
jled her. Then Kate's friend Maizie—Maizie 
fine, you know, she learns what has happened an’ 
ils Flint. For good reasons of his own Flint 
|h't want to arrest Jack for the murder, he’s 
laid all this boot-Ieggin’ business will get aired 
|court, 550 he hunts up Cock-Eye an’ sends him 
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to tho Half Moon to liclp Jack frame a getawai 
At loiist that s Iiow 1 size it all up from what I’v 
been able to learu so far, though, of course, I couldn' 
actually swear that every word is gospel-true," 

" Sounds rcsisonable,” Kent concethid, " Go on,i 
Regan nodded and sucked at his i)i])c, which hal 
gone out, for an instant. 

" Tho rest is soon told,” he said at length, " su(j 
part of it, that is, as I’m ready to turn loose riglj 
now. The main evidemee that couceins Bob ] 
know already, lint there’s a link or two missin’ hcr^ 
Dad, Tlic way I figure it, however, Cock-Eye j 
late arrivin’ at the ranch- ho was sittin’ in a pok| 
game at my place that ni/,dit--au’ when he do| 
arrive he finds that it’s too late to help Jack aJ 
But he already has reason to liate Doh, so when l| 
finds him hurt an' unconscious in his bed (P 
explain later how Bob came to be thataway) at 
the two dead folks, he sets to work to frame t| 
murder on him, lie does this for two reason^ 
First, because, as Fve told you, he hates the boji 
second, because in his hurry he figures that wi| 
all the evidence so plain there’ll he no investigatiJ 
to speak of, an’ Lindsay’s dealin's with Flint a| 
himself won't lie found out. It’s just possible | 
really thinks that Bob is guilty of killin’ Jack. Y| 
see, it sure looks like it." I 

” I .see,” said Kent. " It all sounds very plausibi 
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ijom, as you tell it. It is Bill Lacy, then, not 
.Sheriff Flint, who is mainly to blame for the accusa- 
ition against Bob ? ” 

"Sure. But Cock-Eye’s workin’ with Flint an’ 
iinder his orders, Dari. Between the two of ’em 
ithey’ve done their best to hang Bob, and by golly I 
I aim to break ’em both before I’m done. Luke 
Flint has held office too long ah'oady. He’s crooked 
js a dog’s hind leg. As for Cock-Eye : he’ll tell 
ill he knows, I reckon, when we corner him. He's 
that kind." 

" But I don’t see just how you’re planning to do 
dl this, Tom. You say that Flint ..." 

" It’s dead easy, I tell you I " Big Tom inter- 
iipted, showing his teeth in a wide grin. " I've 
[ot 'em in the palm of my hand right now. All 
'm waitin' for is to get ’em together so’s I can 
pring my bomb. You wait till we see .Bob, an’ 
'ou hear the rest what I know. It’ll surprise 
toil, Dad. It sure will. I’ve already been to the 
lane woman an’ filled her full of near-truths that 
iknow she’ll repeat to Flint. Tliat’ll set him to 
inkin' an’ worryin', an' it's my experience that 
|en men are worried they get careless. I’ve given 
orders to trail Flint an’ Cock-Eye an’ report 
||p0. The rest is easy, I tell you. It sure is.” 



CHAPTER XXII 

After Rogau had gone, Hetty contimied to puttei 
about amongst her flowers, but now she had an aii 
of abstraction ; she moved motlianiciilly. She wsk 
thinking of Bob, for she knew that Regan’s visjf 
must concern him, and she guessed that the visitoi 
had come to tell her lover of the proofs lie liad dis^ 
covered. From this she got to sp(;culating upo| 
Bob’s jiresent wiicreabouts and wondering ho| 
soon he would return to the ranch. She knew thi| 
he often remained away all day. and she felt tlitif 
as soon as possible ho .should be. informed of h| 
friend s arrival. As it happened, she had seen liiii 
ride off that morning, and from the dirc(;tion lie h| 
taken and her own knowledge of the noighbourhoo| 
—though' none too acciiratc>— she was fairly sii| 
that she could find him. At any rate, after a }>ri| 
period of indecision, she detennined tliat .she woul 
try, for she wanted mightily to be the first to tl 
him the good new.s. Consequently not long aft| 
Big Toni and her uncle had di.sappeared in tl| 
barn, she was riding her pony up the trail to tl 
mountains. • 


202 
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At first the steep ascent forced her to proceed 
slowly p then came comparatively level ground 
where she rode faster, then more climbing, and so 
Ml. Refore she realised it she was several miles 
from home ; then she suddenly awoke to the dis- 
loveiy that she was in a locality which she had never 
visited before. She must have taken a wrong turn 
somewhere, she concluded, and she was debating 
she advisability of turning back at least until she 
irrived in familiar territory, when she tliouglit that 
she could smell sinolcc. 

Smoke meant the proximity of a camp fire, and a 
lamp lire indicated the presence of men. Since 
hese men would probably turn out to be some of 
lie Bar K. riders, Betty decided to find them and 
sk her way to the trail which she had mi,ssed and 
vliich she believed would take her to Bob. 

She liad tojiped a sliort steep slojie and was 
icling along a level winding stretch beneath the 
^hi.sjocring silence of the pines, when she received 
are proof of the camp’s existence. A little distance 
head the trail murowed, jmssing between the sharp 
leak of a timbered l:>ank and a liigh cliff, and here 
t the edge of the trees a man sat on a horse. When 
le first glimpsed the man it occurred to the girl, 
Jd as it seemed, that he, was waiting for her, and 
1 first too, in a flash, she thrilled to the tliought 
lat he was Bob. Then slue saw that he was a 

o 
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stranger, and a most unprepossessing strange: 
that. 

Slowing her pony down to a walk with a 
involuntary tightening of the reins, Betty thg 
fast. Tlu; closer she got to him tlio less she ! 
the looks of the man in fi’ont of her. He was rot 
di’cssed, he carried ii gnu at his hip, and his 
face was made repulsive Iry a horrilde .squint 
gave one the impression tliat he was looking i 
directions at once. Still, he wa.s probaldy harn 
.she told herself ; thi,s was Bar K range, she 
notliing to fear ; and since slie must either: 
squarely ai'ound and retrace tier strips or keej 
she clucked to her ponj' and went resolutely fon 

The man did not stir. He merely watchec 
closely as she came toward him ; he nodded cii 
enough in response to her curt greeting-; 
strangers do not pass unspoken in the mount 
In {mother second Betty would htive been bj 
she had by this time cluinged her mind abou 
quiring her way, when .suddenly he swung his 1 
acro.ss the trail, and in almost the same install 
lumd shot out and clutched her pony firmly b 
bridle. 

" Just a minute, miss," he said, “ I want to 
to you." ; 

Betty gasped, She was a high-spirited girl, 
had no fear of men, and whatever her dout 
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moment before she was sure of herself now. The 
blood rushed into her cheeks in a quick surge of 
jnger ; all of her former hesitation wtis forgotten 
in the face of this coarse familiarity. In a flash 
it came to her that this must be the man of whom 
she had heard Bob and her uncle speak — that squint 
ivas uninifitakable ; and that he must be eitlier 
irunk or crazy now, she could not tell which. 

" Take your hand off that Inddle 1 " she snapped, 
ber eyes blazing. “ How dare you 1 " 

; La<'.y— for it was the cross-eyed gambler sure 
;nough- - .showed a mouthful of tobacco-stained 
teeth in what was meant to be a conciliatory grin- 
''Some high an' mighty, ain’t we," he leered, 
[ightening his grip. " Class for a God forsaken 
|)lace like this, I’ll tell the world. But you don’t 
beed to feel scared none, sister. I don’t aim to 
brt you. I just wanter ..." 

\ She jerked her pony’s head to one side in a light- 
ning attempt to slip past liim ; but he was prepared 
for some such move and he caught her by the arm. 
So laughed ; then with a quick wrench pulled tlie 
|irl ai’ound to face him. The next second he gave 
I howl of pain and all but lost his grip on the bridle, 
she had .slashed him aci'oss tlie cheek witli her quirt. 
Damn you I ’’ he rasped, " I’ll ..." 

; Betty was still trying her hardest to crowd her 
ony between his larger animal and the cliff. Bn* 
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tlu; comlMiied wciglil: of tlir iii:ni juic! his mount was 

too {j;n'ii,t. I 'or a luoiix'iit tlion; was a ]>lnnging and 
sliaiiiini' of bodies, it liegaii (o look as if tlicy all 

iniglitgoovcrtlie. 1)ank toiadlier ; ('oek lCye. crowded 

the girl l>ai:k and sunk his lingi'is into her soft upper 
arm so cnidly lliat she wrilhed. Sin; was stronger 
tiuin she. looke.d, however, and, aroused to (Icspera- 
lion now, she fonglit hack fniioiedy. His hice was 
la'orod .'nul lil<;eding fioni her linger nails h(;fore he 
.miceeedi'd in gra-ipiiig and holding both her liaiids, 
ffe was paulitig for brealh, lait he laughed 
exulliiiilly. '' Vhui li'l ;;ide winder, you I " he 

breathed. ''You're some ;;r,iapper. lint I’ll tame 
yon, sister ; yon iniijhl: as well hcluive. You 
can't gel loose- not a-ta!l." 

Still holding both her hands in one t)f his he forced 
them down in front of Ina' and hound lliem to the 
S!ul(llo-honi with sonn; of (he leal her tie-strings, 
'rhe.u lie swung his horse, ujt a!ongsi<le, all the time 
rctaininj; a lirm hold on tin: jumy's bridle. 

"Now w<’’ll ride on a piece,” he said, with i 
sinister elme.Ule, " an’ if I was yon, ini;;;;, I wouldn’t 
try no tricks. 'I'lii.s hen; i;j a risky hit of trail— it’s 
a long ways to tlu: bottom. C.oim; im now, let's 
get {i-goiii','' 

" Where are you taking me ? " 

" That’s none o' your bmiiru'ss, Y'’oii jii:’.t do like 
tell you," 
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The girl looked at her captor’s brutal face and 
hard, crooked eyes, and obeyed liira. For the time 
being she was subdued, but she was by no means 
cowed ; her brain had never been clearer. Physi- 
cally she knew that she stood no chance j it was by 
means of her wits alone that she might hope to 
ultimately escape. Her friends would find her 
sooner or later, of course. She was sure of that. 
But in tlic meantime . . . Even the reason for 
■her abduction was obscure. 

5 Cock-]£ye piloted her tlirough tlie timber, smiling 
icoinplacontly to himself. If he was drunk, it was 
fnot fioin liquor. lie was intoxicated with delight 
Itmd exultation, albeit a little uneasy too, at tliis 
[coup he wiis perpetrating. His meeting with Betty 
iad been entirely accidental. She had, in fact, 
jthougli she had not guessed it, almost stumbled 
|jpon the secret camp and cache of the boot-leggers, 
>^nd it was a.s much to pi'cvent the girl’s discovery 
|s anything else that Lacy had at first intercepted 
her. 

f;- - . . . 

I During their brief struggle, however, he had been 
|truck by an idea which seemed to him to be as 
plevei* as it was simple. He was thinking this idea 
lover now as he rode along, and the more he thought 
Ihe better he liked it. From various conversations 
ifith Bruce Eaton, as well as his own spying, he had 
luiessed how the land lay between Betty and Bob 
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He fell sure ilKit the l:i( l(n- would come who 
tlic foniKT led, and if by iisiiif; the givl as a In 
could enlici; Ilob liardc into Wj'otiiinf' he was ci 
lliat the (;atiic was i(s (jood as wcm. 

lum liol) Lindsay was still, l(•;;ally at any n 
fii/;ilivi! from juslicc. 'I'Ue svariiuit for his i 
had nevi'r been recalled, and that warrant 
" alive or di'ad.” If l!ol) were killed while res 
arrest it would not matti'r luiieli whether he 
suh!;e()iiently found iuuo(;ent or (‘uill.y of theini 
He would be dead, and his killer, acting with! 
la.w, wo\ild (;o se(»1. -free. So Loidc- Ivye nuisonei 
r(‘asouin;; S(t his ugly faei' shone with an n 
glee. He would not, after all, tuiss the veng 
which all along lu' had proitiist'd himself. | 
‘'Turn in hehiiid tliat stump an' head; 
hill," he directed, pulling at the pony's I 
Then, as tliey began the descent : " VVlierc's; 
landsay ? " 

" I don’t know," flaslied Hetty ; " hut h{ 
hero soon. And wluni he comes . . 

She was interrupted hy faicy's hoarse ciuifi 
" Yep, ' when lie amies/ " liti mimi(‘-ketl. J 
Hove me, sister, ho can't c.onu^ too .soon f(i 
He’s wanted for murderin' his daddy, lie is, 
to arrest liim, hy golly!’’ Ho chuckled 
puigely pleased with himself. 

^ Betty said nothing. She was too busy tt 
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;o heed much of what he said. Slic heard, of course, 
3Ut her mind did not register. .She knew that her 
iriends were sure to hunt for her, and it had just 
lashed into her mind that there would be a fight, 
rhis man who held her prisoner was evidentl}^ 
lesperate, he must have comp, anions in the place 
vhere he was taking her, and if it came to a battle 

. , Her cheeks grew white at the picture in her 
nind and she swayed in her saddle. She must 
iscape somehow before that. But how ? 

Thus buried in their thouglrts, which, though of 
iO different a texture, were sufliciently engrossing 
:o make them both practically oldivious of their 
iurroundings, the two rode on through the timber, 
^nd neither noticed the tense face and staring eyes 
)f the man who watched them from beliind the bole 
)f a great tree some fifty yards or .so away. 



CITAPTICR XXIH 

Tine nian was Heb I.iiulsay. Ever since % 
moiiK-ifit i'iirli(U’ in llui day, when from hh post, 
observutiem on llio Icd/^o ho had seen Lacy am 
Eaton tbc-ii- leiule/.von.s, ho had been on th, 

trail oX one or o(tu<r of the two men. At first h 
carefril maiKniivtinK and iu<led by the thick under 
growtli he had inaiiiifted to get near cnougli to over^ 
hear little of their eoiiveivsation. Then the pai 
had si-n'aiati'd, and on llie spur of the moment 
chiefly because <if what he had just heard. Bob hat 
followed the foreman; Init ho had lost him late 
amoiif? the trees, 'riieii he liad turned back ant 
picked up the f'anihhn-'s trail. All this had tak 
time, of course, and as a et nisei [vience he had misstc 
bcinfj a witness to Betty's oncounter with Lacy 
but lio had overtaken tlimu in tinio to see her I« 
away. 

Bob watched them like a man in a fit. The sijlil 
of Betty a prisoner almost floored him, Thethii^ 
was i>repostoroiis. Then came anger, furious anj^r. 
For an instant, unarmed as he was, he had been oa 
the i-ioint of rushing upon tlie tinhorn ; but te 

■ . ■ ' aiiTi 
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managed to restrain himself. He knew that he 
must look ahead before he did anything which 
might jeopardise either the girl or himself. There 
must be no mistake. After an instant’s hesitation, 
having arrived at a sort of plan, he hastened through 
the timber to a point where a steep bank some ten 
feet high shadowed the trail upon which the two 
must pass, and which, by reason of a wide bend, 
it was possible for him to reach some time in 
advance of the riders. Here he concealed himself 
again. 

He was fairly shaking with excitement. Even 
his rage at sight of Betty in the custody of a brute 
like Cock-Eye was somewhat dulled by the possibili- 
ties before him. He would rescue Betty presently, 
of course, that went without saying, but the future 
which had seemed so black was now a thing to 
almost glory in. His discoveries of that morning 
had been an eye-opener. He had heard enough 
of what had passed between Cock-Eye and the 
Bar K foreman to convince him that both were 
members of a gang of boot-leggers of which .Sheriff 
Flint was the actual, though secret, chief,' and he 
had heard, too, his own name mentioned in such 
terms as to satisfy him tliat all tliree men were his 
|SWorn enemies. 

|. The knowledge elated him. It showed that 
|(Conspiracy had been fonned against him, that h 
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was probaldy the innocent victim of a fnime-up as 
Regan had all along declared, and the thought 
went to his liead like wine. His confidence in him- 
self was returning with almost every breath he 
drew ; he was already become the capable, efficient 
man of action he had been prior to the shock which 
had so benumbed his reasoning powers. For if 
lie told himself, he liacl through sonic trick been 
made to look guilty of a brutal crime, was it not 
equally possible that that other also was a lie? 
Thus it was lie continued to hide and play the part 
of a spy, when his heart was singing, and he felt 
himself equal to almost any odds. 

When the two ridw's came in sight, however, and 
rode toward him ho forgot his personal affairs in a 
fresh surge of anger. One glance at Betty’s whitd 
face told him that she at Iciust had already suffered 
too long. Well, he was ready. Unarmed or not; 
he felt himself a match for a dozen Lacys. His 
eyes hard as gray flint, he drew his body into a com-! 
pact ball and crouched poised in tlie bushes on tile' 
very edge of the bank. 

Because the trail was too narrow to permit o^ 
two riding abreast Betty came lirst. Unseeing, | 
•'azing straight between her pony’s ears, slio passcd( 
close beneath her lover that he might almosl 
ve touched her. Then came Cock-Eye. He, tool 
ip in his own thoughts, wliicli now had little t| 
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io with his prisoner, who was at the most mei'ely 
1 pawn in the game he played, would have passed 
Dlindly beneath the hidden man. But Bob chose 
otherwise. Just as the tinhorn came within reach 
the man on the bank plunged downward, 

A startled ginmt and an oath from Cock-Eye 
ilmost blended with Betty’s suppressed scream — 
for the girl caught just a glimpse of what had 
liappened before her frightened pony bolted — and 
torn out of his saddle by the shaip imjiact of Bob's 
ittack, Lacy fell to the ground beneath his assailant. 
For a moment it seemed as if both men would surely 
be kicked or trampled to death by the hoofs of the 
gambler’s plunging horse, but they rolled clear 
Bomehow, and in a minute more Bob had twisted 
the arms of liis half-dazed victim behind him and 
tied them together. Then he possessed himself 
(jf Lacy’s revolver and stood up just as Betty, who, 
with her hands loosely bound to her saddle-horn, 
Had been hard put to control her terrified pony, 
few rein and faced him. 

“ You — Bob 1 " Panting a little from her 
exertions, her face which had been so white a 
|noment since flushed now a rosy pink, the girl 
stared incredulously. Then forgetting her bonds 
|ji her eagerness to dismount she all but fell headlong 
Itom her saddle. He sprang forward and caugb 
|er, however, and loosened her hands, and then 
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a brief .sweet interval they remained so, forgetful 
of all else save the love which neither now made 
any effort to repress. It was enougli for them that 
they were there together ; nothing but that could 
ever really matter any more. Then Bob placed 
her on her feet. 

" Thank God, you’re all right," he breathed. " I 
don’t understand how you happen to be here at all— 
but that can wait. We must get Imck to the ranch ' 
First ..." 

He turned to Cock-Eye, who was beginning tc 
regain his wind, and shook him roughly. 

" Come to life,” he ordered, " and be quick aboul 
it. You’re going to talk. Understand ? Tali 
fast.” 

" You go to hell 1 " Lacy, as yet too dazed bj 
his fall and the sudden way in which the tables had 
been turned upon him to fully rea1i.se his predica- 
ment, attempted to bluff. *' Turn me loose, 
or . . 

‘' I’ll turn }'ou loose all right.” Cold rage and 
deadly intensity of purpo.se made Bob’s voice 
almost imrccogihsable, and a smear of earth mingled 
with blood with a small scratch on his clieek gave 
's face a ferocious expression. It was plain thaj 
was roused to tremendous fury. | 

' I’ll turn j'ou loose,” he repeated, " but it’ll hi 
i the next world and with a bullet if you don't 
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speak np." He cocked the captured pistol and 
shoved its muzzle within an inch of his prisoner's 
lose. '' Now then,” he grated, '' get busy I 
Why did you dare to lay your dirty paws on Miss 
iVilson ?" 

Cock-Eye flinched. To give him credit, he was 
lot altogether a coward, but the look in the face 
)f his captor just then might have daunted a far 
iraver man. Besides, the question happened to be 
me to which a true answer could do the prisoner 
10 harm. If he talked he would gain time, at any 
ate, 

" I knew you an' the girl was sweet on each other," 
le explained, essaying a conciliatory grin. “ I 
limed to get you to follow her acrost the line so's 
re could arrest you legal. She wouldn't have been 
lurt none.” 

■ " Flint put you up to it, then ? ” 

I The prisoner achieved something that might 
lave been construed into a nod, although as 
I matter of strict veracity the idea was his 
Iwn, 

J ■' Who told you about— that I was here at the 
Jar K ? ” 

; " Nobody. I seen you myself from up in the 
lills.” 

I " You lie I It was Eaton, You met him to-da 
appointment and you've met him several time 
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before. I’vo lu;en waleliitig yon. You’d better 
tell mo tlu! (ruth if yon want to save your 
covviirdly hi(l(', you houiicl. Now, o\it with it] 
Who killed my . . , Who killed Jackson Lind- 
say ? " 

Cock-l'.yii’s u/'iy fa<;o twistofl in an e.\pression of 
mingled frii;ht and consteinatioii which under less 
•srtrious circumstances would have brsm ludicrous, 
He was .so .stiig'gerod at tins realisation that his 
»;arefuliy guarded imictiiigs with the foreman^ 
wcj'c known iliat it is dordrtful if at first he 
compreliendcid the finestirm at all. For a full: 
mimitc Im simply stareil, and Hob was forced 
to repeat himself twice before he could get ai| 
answer. - 

"I don't know,” tlie garnblor n'pliod .snllenly, al 
last. " 1 thouglit it was you. So lu'lp me God 
I clidl ” This last hastily at the look which had 
flasluKl into Hol)’s eyes. ” You was there on th« 
bed when I got to the ranch - knockcid out stiflj 
you was. I™ I figured therc’d biicn a scrap ani 
that you’d croaked Jack. Me, I never done | 
thing but shift the evidence a little to make if 
blacker for you. I'll admit I lied when I said | 
seen you ridin’ away from the ramdt that mornl 

ing-" I 

" You did, eh. Why ? ” Roh .sjioke quictlJ 
although tliG prisoner's frank admissions made hiJ 
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boil. His recent suffering was by no means for- 
gotten, and the knowledge that it had been largely 
due to the cowardly scheming of this cross-eyed 
blackguard jnade him feel like attacking the man 
with a club. Still, he controlled himself, as I.acy 
replied : — 

" Because you showed me up at Regan's. I 
aimed to get even.” 

" You’re sure that’s tlie only reason. Sheriff 
Flint didn’t want me p»it out of the way, for instance ? 
Weren’t yon afraid I might give evidence against 
yon in this moonshine business ? ” 

” Some. But that was later. At that, we 
figured Jack hadn’t told you nothin’ much. As 
for Flint, he . . Cock-Eye paused significantly. 
For an instant he seemed on the point of revealing 
something ; then abruptly his face turned sullen 
‘again. ” Flint only sent me out to the Half Moon 
.to investigate a report he’d got,” he wound up. 
I' That’s all I can tell you.” 
i ” We’ll see about that. We’re going to the Bar 
jK now. You’re going to behave. One crooked 
jinove and I’ll shoot." 

At the ranch some time later Regan and Kent, 
vho had meanwhile been too busy witli their own 
iftairs to become uneasy at Betty's absence, listened 
vith interest to the story of the attempted abductio' 
ind Lacy's partial confession. 
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\ “ That’s fine," the fonner commented, " it sure 
is. By golly, the whole thing's worlcin' out plain 
as plain. I've known for quite a spell that Luke 
Flint was hoot-lcggin’, but he’s been so darn cute 
about it that nobody could get anything on him. 
But we’ve got him now, folks ; we sure have.: 
There’s a big surprise coinin' to morc'n a fe\v' 
before this deal’s played out.” Ho chuckled 
knowingly. 

" Surprise I ” Bob shot a quick glance at his’ 
friend. ” You’ve got something up your sleeveij 
Tom ; I know you. You’re going to say thati 
you’ve found the murderer, I suppose. I gathered 
from your note that . . j 

"That you’re innocent, an’ as clean of troubl^j 
as a hound's tooth, son. You bctcha t That’s’whal| 
I aimed for you to gather, though I didn't write: 
much for fear the message might fall into wron| 
hands," Regan interrupted. " But that ain’| 
what’ll surprise Flint so much,” he went on. " H| 
knew that from the first, I reckon, just like I did| 
The evidence was too plain to be time. Yes, I sur| 
know who the murderer is, all right.” | 

" You do I Wdio is he ? Not — not Cock-Eye| 
or Flint himself ? ” | 

"Nope. Not nary one o’ them, Bob,” Regal 
ined. " He’s a man you’d never have suspectel 
ill. But you know him— you sure do. I Sb| 
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his full confession. You're cleared, boy, cleared 
everything. Understand ? I’ve got a whole lot 
[to tell you, but there's no use hurryin’ things. It's 
[a mighty strange yam, at that, mighty strange I 
|t goes back twenty years or more, for one thing, 
[an' . . . But here she i.s." 



CHAPTER XXIV 


One day in the 90's, near the beginning of the short 
dry central Colorado summer, before the thousand 
of home builders who now people tliat vast regior 
had done more than just knock at tlie gates of tliii 
richest El Dorado, a canvas-arched wagon of th? 
type known as a prairie schooner rolled slowly ovei 
tire grassy plain. Not .so many years before th| 
unshod hoofs of Indian ponies and great herds oj 
buffalo had passed that way, churning the suJ 
baked sod into powdery dust ; later on had cora| 
the wagons of home.steading immigrants and th 
saddle horses and pack mules of cattle men am 
miners. But miles and miles, and days and niglij 
of rolling, broken, uninJiabited plain and mountaij 
still intervened between each claim or hom^ 
stead. I 

The saw-toothed mountains were sun-ounded bj 
tlie filmy haze of distance ; the sky was deel 
turquoise, inter-splashed with mauve and orangel 
the ragged buttes were beginning to .sprout nJ 
^oWths of silvery sage upon their dun-colour^ 
tanks. Ill the upper foothills and the mountail 
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beyond, patches of snow, some soiled and dis- 
coloured, late reminders of the winter which still 
lingered in the higher reaches, shone white and 
yellow in the rays of the declining sun. A gentle 
breeze blew from the west, swirling some rags of 
creamy cloud before it. In all the world, save for 
the slow moving wagon, no sign of man was visible. 

The creaking wheels rolled on, crushing the newly 
Sprouted bunch grass and the fragrant clumps of 
jage. Occasionally tlie moutli of a badger hole 
jr a half-buried rock caused a rough, bone-jarring 
jolt. The plodding horses heaved and strained 
jnder their load, their sweat drenclred flanks pal- 
pitated rapidly, their bright eyes were dulled by 
hingor and weariness. Since noon two days ago, 
ilmost without food or rest, tliey had travelled, 
fhe sun had gloriously risen and set twice and now 
iVas about to set again, and still they travelled, 
riiey were fagged to the dropping point, but some- 
low they kept moving, urged on to their endless 
Effort by the indomitable will of one who rode 
pehind. 

The youthful driver was as weary as his team. 
|is tanned face was gray and drawn about the 
comers of the lips, his liead sagged, and his eyes 
Ifere red-rimmed from want of sleep. Hunched 
Ip in the corner of the seat he dozed, starting awak 
Iccasionally to cluck to his horses and stare acros 
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the fading plain. Beside him on the wide seat 
curled up like a puppy in a nest of blankets, a 
young cliild slept peacefully; behind the driver 
in the body of the wagon under the canvas arch 
a stone-faced woman sat staring into space, The 
sleeping boy was her son. Her husband had been 
the man wlio now lay dead on the floor at her feet 
his bearded features covered with a clean white 
handkerchief. 

Long since had the tear wells of the woman’, s 
eyes run dry. She luid wept until she could weeji 
no more, and now she sat unseeing, motionless as? 
the stark form at her feet, swiiying mcchanicallyl 
to those creaking jolts as a part of tlio wagon itself,! 
living only in the spirit— a spirit which kept evei^ 
the horses awake and on the move. She was thinti 
ing, thinking, always thinking. Thinking thought| 
which were alternately centred in the dead man ir| 
the bed of the wagon and in the boy who slept onj 
the driver's seat. But most of all, because he| 
grief was fresh and very keen, they centred in th| 
dead man. i 

So it was for this she had left a home of ease ani 
luxury to follow him — her man — into the wildemess| 
For this that she had toiled early and late, doin^ 
a man’s work in addition to her own, .smiling checrlj 
illy when weariness dragged at her like a quicksandl 
ughiug at hardship and misfortune as only ^ 
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woman can laut^h who strives shoulder to shoulder 
with the man she loves. And now the tears I 
Not that she regretted. Oh, no I not that. She 
had given gladly. Had it been hers to give she 
would have given more. For that year just ended 
in their inoimtain cabin slie would not have accepted 
a queen’s birtln ight in exchange. She had known 
ti'ue happiness, tiiis girl-wife, and even now in her 
dry-eyed misery she was glad — almost exultant. 
tXheir few years together, hard as they had seemed 
iat times, loomed now in the bulk as a span of 
qriuraph unalloyed. For he had idolised the woman 
Iwho had laughed at hardship by his side ; they had 
Joiily lived for, and in, one another during those 
iwondcrfiil days. Their crude little cabin by the 
^bubbling spi'ing at the foot of the cliff had been to 
'{hem a joyous haven. Never a passing twinge of 
Iregret, never a single sting of remorse, had marred 
Itheir union. 

I Together, hand in hand, with their boy-child, 
|then nine months old, carried in a pannier on his 
Ibaclc, as for ages the Indian squaw'S had carried 
|their offspring, they had discovered those yellow 
|{)Utcroppings which later on were to spell fortune — 
[and ruin—for them both. Together, though many 
|iine9 he had demurred at her insistence upon taking 
iher part in this, they had slowly deepened and 
Ividened the mouth of their mine ; together the 
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had weighed and counted tlie dusl and nuggets 
which almost from the first stroke of the pick had 
flowed into the imekakin bag in which tliey banked 
tlieir lioard. And then in the long evenings by the 
light of crackling logs they had jdanned ami dreamed 
of the future which then had seemed so wonderfuUy! 
near and real. j 

Such had been their happiness, Utopian, of 
course, as it had turned out. P>ut wlicn she looked 
back now the woman knew that nothing in (ixchange,’ 
save only a renewal of the vital si):u k in that stilli 
clay at her feet, could bo so fine. 'J'here had been! 
times even when .she liad actually Ix^griidged thei 
help of Jim, the vagrant yontli who now drove thei 
horses : she wislicd that she might have ilone it all,^ 
For now, too soon, the end had come. No futurei 
now — nothing ! Just his lifeless linsli, the buckskinf 
bag bulging with its yellow treasure, her memoricsl 
and . , , THKiR boy 1 


The boy at least had been spared her, T heir boy 
The only thing that still retained a ptu t of the living 
image and personality of him who had gone. It 
life he had been a tall fair man. Ills son was fair, 
and she knew that he would be tall wljcn he came 
to man’s estate. Her fcverisli eyes swept the 
.soft blush-tinted cheeks of the little fellow and 
'""H upon liis saffron curls. For a moment she 


linost happy and at peace again in the prids 
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of her motlierhood ; then she remembered and a 
dry sob racked her frame. But only for an instant. 

"The boy must live," she murmured. " I must 
save our boy I ” 

At last, when the sun had descended behind the 
inountain range and the soft gi'ay dusk of early 
evening was hilling over the prairie, a group of 
raiushackle buildings came in sight a mile of two 
away. A squat, one story house of rougli logs witli 
a sod roof, a shed or two nearliy, and just beyond a 
large corral of unpeelcd poles. In tlie foreground 
was a nai'row creek, fringed tliinly witli cotton- 
woods, and to one side a small ploughed field in 
which the weeds were just beginning to show. 

The place was even more untidy, desolate, and 
anattractive than the average dwelling one met 
with in that raw, unsettled land ; but at sight of it 
Olie youth sat up abruptly and shouted to his horses, 
ind tliey of their own accord raised up their .drooping 
[leads and strained harder at tlie traces. The 
iriver recognised the shack as the abiding place 
if some home-steader, or “ nester," and the tired 
learn sensed tliat here at last was food and rest. 

} Deep sunk in grief and reflection though slie was, 
he woman suddenly awoke to knowledge of tlie 
yorld around her. She turned and raised herself 
Sntil slie could look out tlrrough tlie front openii 
if the wagon. She spoke to the driver, who she 
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his head. How was ho to know to wliom the ranch 
belonged? He knew only that here was shelte 
of a sort, and like the team he drove he was eager 
to reach it. What he wanted most jnst then wore 
food and rest, principally rest. He was weak froni 
wearine.ss. 

The wagon clipped sharply over the Irrinlc of 3 
hill. There was no road, not a trail even, just the 
bunch gra.ss and sage with here and there a corru. 
gated stone. It was rough going : the grass wasi 
slippery as gi'ease ; the unshod horses slid ani’ 
lurched as they began the de.scent ; the holloed 
beneath was full of sage, the greening grass ha| 
little white and yellow flowens in it, and the creel 
dashed merrily over jagged rocks. The night wai 
closing in, it grow rapidly darker and darker| 
coyote chorus burst out somewhere to the east} 
frogs croaked in the tush at the creek edge. It; 
was all that the wearied half-starved horses coull 
do to hold back the wagon in its career clown tM' 
hill. They nearly bogged in the bed of the creek| 
lashed through the sparkling water that they wer| 
mad to drink, up the sloping bank on the othe| 
side. ■ 

The woman was not cntel. Quite the contrary; 

imtf was, and not long past either, when she lia< 

etted ancTpampored these very liorses, fed thei| 
ugar and other tit-bits from her own scanty stock! 
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But now Iier thoughts were elsewhere. She pur- 
sued her way regardless. His corpse lay there 
jbefore her eyes. It must be buried first of aU ; 
lafter that . . . 

I Beyond that point she had not thought clearly 
as yet, although she dimly realised that there was 
a beyond. A beyond for him as well as for her, and 
for their boy. But it was the immediate present 
that now occupied her sorrow deadened mind, the 
■present and the past. HLs dear body must be laid 
safe away from profaning toudi or look. Then, 
and not until then, would she thinlc of herself and 
Itlie young life which now held all that wiis left to 
her of hint. With one hand she steadied herself 
tgainst the increased hu-ching of the wagon, and 
Waited. 

Fate had brought her to this lonely homestead. 
She saw its sordid ugliness grow second by second, 
foot by foot, as the wagon crunched onward. To 
^is squalid horrible place — a mere confusion of 
|heds, empty tin cans, refuse of many kinds— she 
had brought her man at the end of their last earthly 
|burney together. She shivered as if from cold, 
Ind moaned softly to herself. 

S The wagon halted in front of the shack in which, 
|s if by magic, a twinkling light had suddenly 
iprung up. The driver slid stiffly over a wheel to 

the ground. A man stepped out through the 

■ 
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The woman was no beggar. She wished only 
to leara of the nearest place of burial and of some 
one who could perform the last sad rites over the 
body of her loved one. It was little enough, God 
knows, that she could now do for him. She would 
pay of course, She had gold. They had struck 
it rich back there in the mountains. Her husband 
bad died a millionaire. He must have decent 
Christian bvirial. His relatives were people of 
jistinction. When they knew they would doubt- 
bs wish to remove his body ; in the meantime ... 
And so on for many halting, breathless sentences. 

It was a pitiful .story. Another man than Yanl<ee 
Jack would have been touched deep. But Slade 
^as a man apart. A human jackal. Gold I That 
jine word alone of all her panting outburst got 
inder his thick skin. His oily smile broadened, 
tte removed the reeking pipe from his lips and 
^egan to talk. 

j She learned that, travelling as she must, the 
learest town was nearly a week away. There was 
I, graveyard tliere, yes ; but Slade was doubtful 
Jbout a minister. There had been no church there 
it the time of his last visit some months ago. Still, 
piere might be .some one who was familiar with 
|ie service for the dead. Of course , . . 

I A week away I The woman almost collajsse 
|here she stood. She knew that she could noi 
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take him so far, even liacl she been able to obtain 
fresh horses it would have been imjjossible. The 
weather was turning very warm. He must be buried 
soon —at once ; on the open prairie and without 
benefit of clergy it Fate willed it so. But—he 
must be buried. 

She struck a .swift bargain with the ncster. Pay. 
ing a big price in raw gold for a jiiece of land which 
the man himself did not own — tliough, of course, 
in her grief and inexperience, .she never guessed 
this. She tried to bo very business-like. She drew 
up a bill of sale to the little plot of ground, whichi 
Slade signed and tlie driver clumsily witnessed,; 
Tlien, tired as they botli were, she forced herselfi 
and the youth to dig the la.st resting-place for he| 
man. Even Yankee Jack, the lazy and shiftless| 
imbibed something of her energy, or perhaps i| 
was the thouglit of the gold in that Imlging bag| 
At any rate, ho helped, and by dajdiglit next mormn| 
the grave wius dug. 



CHAPTER XXV 


! ’ is a mooted question as to the ultimate reward 
virtue, but few wiU deny that the devil is often 
jnderfully indulgent to those who worship at his 
rine, Yankee Jack was one of these. He was 
jneak and a bully, tricky as a coyote, with enough 
animaJ courap to cany through the schemes 
|s cunning brain devised. He was shrewd and 
iaricious as a gutter-bred Jew; he took no un- 
|ces.sary chances in his knavery ; when he broke 

S laws of his fellows— and in spite of his com- 
^rative youth he had already broken many— ho 
bf^rred the sly and tortious course to that 
|uch, if quicker and more direct, carried with it 
le sUghtest risk of detection. But he loved money 
puost as much as he loved life — ^his own life — and 
|ien an opportunity for profit offered itself it 
|ldom failed to find him ready. There was no 
fime known to man at which he balked, provided 
|o chance of ga,in was great enough, 
ifuch an opportunity, he decided, had come to 
|a now. This woman witli her dead husband, 

||' infant son, and her bag of gold must ha'*' 
guided straight to his door by Satan liimsc 
231 ... 
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Already, even before the grave was fully dug, Sladf 
saw a chance for gain as easy as it was large auc 
unlikely of subsequent discoveiy, and this gain was 
not entirely represented by the gold in the buck- 
skin bag. In fact, the treasure in the bag loomec 
relatively sniail as compared to that other treasun 
which he knew to exist somewhere in the back- 
ground, The woman had not been beneath hi 
roof for an hour before her host was in anticipatioi 
gloating over the mine from which the content 
of the bag had come. Somewhere in the cogs o: 
his scheming brain a voice whispered that he woulc 
presently know all, that the hard-won fortune o; 
this woman and her child was already as good ai 
his. Ail he needed to do was to wait. The eartl 
had not been trampled firm over the grave befon 
Yankee Jack saw himself living rich and respected 
he who had been a pariali all his life. 

When the woman’s worn-out organism refuse; 
to function further and she feU in a faint across thi 
new-filled grave, the nester's solicitude was touclring 
He ran to her at once, and between them he am 
the driver took her up and canied her inside th 
sod-roofed shack, where tliey placed her in a frowz’ 
bunk in the room whicli already held her child 
She must not die too soon, not before she hew' 
reveeded certain information which to her host w| 
|aU important. 
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She lay imconsoions in the dutches of what Slade 
iorrectly diagnosed as an attack of rncnintain fever. 
Poubtless it had been brought on by worry and 
privation ; the driver said that she had not slept 
ijr eaten for several days. They tended her as best 
lihey could. There was, of course, no doctor avail- 
able, no drugs or medicine save only such few simple 
cemedies as the woman herself had carried amongst 
Icr effects, and from the first her case was hopeless. 
Slade, who had seen death before in many forms, 
knew this, so did Jim, the driver ; but where the 
tatter was racked by genuine grief and honest in 
ministrations to the sufferer, the former called 
iipon hypocri.sy to take the place of sympathy. 
Bis anxious face masked thoughts of pure self- 
interest : .she must not die now, not before he had 
fearned what he meant to learn. 

!, Gold I gold ! gold I Such was tlie magical refrain 
that sang through Yankee Jack’s brain and danced 
liefore his introspective gaze, even as hi.s eyes 
patched the woman breathe her last Gold 1 gold I 
|old I was the tune that trembled on his lips as he 
jielped the driver to dig a second grave beside that 
^rst one on the hill and to lay therein the mortal 
temaias of this woman who had loved too hard, 
^nd gold I gold ! gold 1 made music in the nester’s 
iars as he stood now two moniing.s after the fins' 
|ragedy, smoking his reeldng pipe, and gazin 
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through an unglazed window toward those twin 
mounds on the bairen hillside. 

In Slade’s hand was a letter recently abstracted 
from the travellers’ effects, and just read, in his 
crafty eyes a reflective gleam. He was planning 
as he smoked. Schemes ran tlirough his cunning 
brain like water over the bed of a brook, bubbling 
here, bjick-eddying there, but clear and free and 
racing in mid-channel. It was the scheming ol 
an outcast beast, a beast long since abandoned by 
most of his own kind, but not yet cornered by the 
hounds. 

That purloined letter told many things which 
Slade had been eager to learn. He knew now beyond 
shadow of doubt who these people were who had 
so recently been buried just outside his door. The 
name was unfamiliar to him, but, judging from 
various things, SUulc guessed shrewdly enough that 
it was a name well known in the world of society 
and finance. Between the letter and the mine, 
whose exact location ho had found jotted down in 
a notebook, to say notliiug of certain disjointed 
words which the woman had babliled during hei 
illness, and which he had easily pieced together, 
he knew that his finst guess had been correct. Thesi 
people had been sent, 'fhe big chance he had 
vaited for so long had come to him at last. He was 
. made man. The mine would probably make him 
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:ch for life. But if it didn't— he knew that mines 
'ere uncertain at best — ^well, then, there was tlie 
^e and address given in the letter, and — the 
oy I 

Slade chuckled gleefully when he considered this 
(tter part of his maturing plan. Here, indeed, 
as a goose that should lay many a golden egg. 

I the mine proved after all to be baiTen, or not 
iiite rich enough to serve his purpose, the boy, 
properly handled, should prove to be a veritable 
int. Properly handled) Yankee Jack was 
ckled by the phrase ; he chuckled again behind 
s beard. He knew Itimsclf to be entirely capable 
’ making the most of the situation. It was a 
sk in which he felt that he would take much joy. 
verything, in fact, was turning out even better 
an he had hoped at first ; he'd had a real stroke 
luck at last. He knew now just what he would 
>, only a few more hours of waiting and hypocrisy 
fore ho would be free to leave this dirty hole 
r. ever. He grinned and stroked his tawny beard 
raplacently. 

He remained inside the shack for a long time. 

lerc was no witness to what he did there, but 

len he came out into the yard he was smiling, 

nat friendly, oily smile of his was familiar to those 

f! persons who had ever met him upon intimate 

ms ; it was a sure sign that the devil in the ma 

0 
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was npponiiost. Ho calltul Jim, the driver, to 
Itiin. 

" Well, Jiin," he be^-an affably, when the two 
wore seatcil, between tlu'in a bnllh; of whisky whicli 
the nester liad prodnoed from soim'wlune. " Well, 
Jim, it sure looks like your folks had jjlayed in 
rotten hick. Hoth dead and bmifsl jnst when; 
t reckon, they’d slniok it pn'tty rie.h. Life’s a 
funny thing sometimes. Damn if she ain’tj " 

" Yeah, smo is." Jim tlioughlfully filled his 
pipe. It was plain to tlie shrewd i^yes walchiiij 
him that tin; youth had heim badly shaken by tht 
double tragedy. He was an honest lad : la; showed 
hi.H emotion.s ; and thisi sudden tlirusting of respon; 
sihility upon him liad loft him a little dazed 
He would wake up presently perhaps, hut befort 
that ... 

Yankee Jack conecnled a sneer beneath his tot 
friendly smile, and went on : 

"You’ve known ’em a loiift time, I I’eekon?”. 
"Nope, not .so long." Jim .shook his head ant 
stooped a little to liglit his jiipe. " I Itired out t( 
'em only a few nu)nlh,s hack," he continued betwcci 
puffs. "I wandered into their camp, I did: 1 
was headin' down toward the cow country, aimin' tt 
get me a job some place. I was nciir starved; 
He — ^thoy took me in, an’ I've stuck with 'eii 
since. They was good people, Slade, big gamj 
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back yonder on their home range, I reckon, but 
easy as good grub to get along with. They treated 
me white. I'm sure sorry they’ve cashed. I sure 
am." 

" Of course you are ; that's natural. It's easy 
to see they’re real folks. Jim.” Slade leaned for- 
■ ward, poured a stiff dnnlc of tlie fiery whisky into 
a tin cup, and pushed it toward his companion. 
" Drink up,” he said ; and when the feat had been 
accomplished : — ■ 

i know their names and where they came 

nfrom, an’ all that, I reckon ? ” 

The boy nodded as he put down the emptied cup. 
r "Their name's Smith,” he explained; "'Jack' 
,an’ 'Neeta,’ they called each other; but I don’t 
,kn.ow just where they hailed from, Slade. Some- 
wheie East, I reckon. They never said. They 
were city folks, all right. 'The little feUer, his 
name’s Bobbie. He . . .” 

Slade smiled as he refilled the cup and pushed 
■it foi"ward. Ihe luck seemed all to be on his side. 
iThese people wirom he meant to rob had not even 
been known locally by their true names. They 
kad travelled under an alias as did so many otliers, 
for one reason or another. Once the driver had 
been safely put out of tlie way not one chance 
jn a thousand would remain of his employers being 
tracicd, not even in tlie most unlikely contingency 
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of an inquiry being made. But Jim must be silenced 
in proper style ; no one but a fool took unnecessary 
risks. 

" Yes, I know,” the nester affirmed. ” I’ve 
looked over some of the lady’s papers — had to, you 
know, to get a lino on matters. There's the kid to 
think of, for one thing. What I’m wonderin’ now 
is, what are we going to do about it ? Here we arc 
pretty near a week by team from Ledge City with 
the two dead folks and the boy here on our hands, 
I'm only a rough sort of a cuss, Jim, but I know 
what’s right and proper. Word's got to be sent 
to the relatives back East, and the boy needs a 
woman’s care. Seems to me, Jim, you ought to be 
on your way to town right now," 

Jim nodded sagely. He was very young, and-; 
as is often the case with youths of his type, his 
reasoning processes were primitive. Besides, as 
Slade had intended that it should, the wliisky had 
already begun to befuddle him somewhat. He was 
not drunk exactly, neither was ho entirely sober, ; 
and being young it pleased him in his exhilaration 
to ape the experienced man of the world. He liad, 
of course, no cause to doubt the nester’s honesty 
of purpose. In a word, Slade shaped him to lus 
''illas easily as a sculptor moulds a lump of wet clay,; 
" Reckon I had,’’ the driver admitted, after due. 
nsideration, " but I ain't hardly had time yet to! 
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y myself organised. And say I How do I know 
diere to go, or what to do ? I'm a stranger here 
^yself. I can't take the kid clear back East, can 
;? Travellin' costs money," 

Sure. But you don’t need to travel none, Jim 
eU you what I'll do. I can’t leave here right now 
lyself, but 1 11 give you the name of a friend of 
line at Ledge. He’ll put you straight. All you 
jed to do is to send word of what's happened to 
le kids relatives at the address I’ll give you. 
my ? They'll come, or send, out here likely, an’ 
they’re the people I figure they are you won’t 
p on the deal. They'll be right grateful— you 
h gamble on it. All yon need to do is keep the 
4 safe and hearty till you hear from 'em. Put 
^t sack of dust in the bank too, I would. It's 
^e to keep everything just so in cases like this. 
||re s plenty of grub in the wagon, the team is 
s|ed now, and it’s a plain trail to town. If you 
jt soon you’ll camp at Squaw Springs to-night, 
Its a good piece on your way. Come on, I'll 
p you hook up. But wait a minute. Let's have 
Jther drink first." 

in hour later, Jim, with the orphaned child, who 
I entirely unaware of the horror which had come 
I was still to come into his life, sitting on the seat 
|de him, drove off in the direction of Ledge City. 

|e watched them disappear beliind the crest of: 
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a nearby bill with a sardonic smile on his bearded 
lips. Thus far his plan had worked without a 
single hitdi, Jim was still to bo disposed of, of 
course ; but not now or here at the ranch. Better 
to wait awhile and then follow and overtake them 
at the Springs, where, when the driver’s body was 
found, as it probably woidd la; some day, his death 
would Ije attributed to unknown hands. At any 
rate, Slade know that there would be nothing to 
connect him witli the d(!e<l, and that was all he 
really cared about just then. 

He waited therefore until mid-afternoon before 
he saddled his own horse and took down a repeating 
rifle from its pegs on the shanty wall. Then, having 
carefully stowed away the papers which he had 
stolen from the dead, ho fortified himself with j 
drink of whisky and rode off on the trail of thl 
wagon. 



CHAFfER XXVI 


When he reached this point in his narrative, which 
for the sake of clearness and brevity has not been 
given in exactly liis own words, Regan paused, and 
for some minutes thereafter every one was silent. 
Under the spell of that remarkable story, which 
had carried them back some twenty years in time 
and across some hundreds of miles of space, they 
.all were too full for utterance ; each in lus or her 
own manner was tliinking— waiting for the end. 
To some of them it may have seemed, perhaps, 
that one stoiy had been intruded before another 
was entirely done, but if this was so they were soon 
to learn their error. The climax was approaching 
steadily, just as inevitably as had come that Nemesis 
which for nearly a quarter of a century had dogged 
the footsteps of the man once known as Yankee 
Jack, and this climax when it arrived was destined 
to surprise them all. Even Big Tom had as yet 
no inlding of what would happen there before their 
eyes in the very near future. 

It was Bob who finally broke the pregnant silence. 
fJi through the narrative, which to him had bee’^ 
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even more intimalc and terrible than to any of the 
otlicrs, lu! had seareely taken his gaze from Regan’s 
face. like one liypnotised he had sat leaning a 
little forward in his chair, staring ; indeed there 
were moments when he actually appeared to cease 
breathing, so eagerly was his attention focused 
on the tale. Now, like one just rousing from a too 
vivid dream, he shook his head and straightened 
up. 

"The— those p<!opU! in the wagon, Tom, the 
man and the woman who died. Who- -who were 
they ? " he asked. " And the boy ? Was ho . . 
Regan smiled (pnetly and nodded, ; 

"The boy was yourself, Ind, just as you'vd 
guessed," he answered. " Tire others -the man an^ 
the woman who worked the mine an’ whom .Slade: 
mbbed were your father and your inotlier. Therc'e! 
not a doubt of it. I have papers here ’’ — ^lie tapped 
his pocket — " that were stoh'n from the wagon a| 
the time I've told you of. They . . . lUit you’| 
bettor let me finish this in my own way. Therc’l 
more to tell yet before wo come down to the present.'^ 
He fell silent and seemed to consider for an instant^ 
then as Bob inclined his lujad in assent ho wen| 
on. ;i 

" By now, of course, you’ll all understand tha| 
lis man Slade I've been speakin' of is him mos| 
t us have known for years as Jack.son Lindsayl 
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ndsay was tlie right name of the man who died 
the wagon, an' Slade assumed it, I reckon, to 
ver his own tracks an' to pave the road for what 
IS to follow. He was a bad actor, was Yankee 
ick. No need to tell you that, I reckon ; but 
ever an' heartless as he was he made one big 
istake right there at the start — ^he sure did. He 
as too confident. He knew himself to be a dead 
lot, an' that evening when he potted the driver 
t the wagon there at Squaw Springs he threw 
own on the boy’s head, an' he didn't shoot but once I 
I'hat’s more, when the driver fell an' lay still Slade 
ever more’n glanced at his body. He felt sure 
lie lad was dead, you see, an' right then, I reckon, 
,e was too bu-sy thinkin' of his own skin. 

" Consequently, after the shootin' he didn't go 
lear the body a-tall. He was in a hurry to get 
iWjjiy. He sure was. He just took the outfit, 
:liild an' all, an’ drove off, leavin’ Jim layin’ there 
m the ground for the coyotes to pick. In fact, 
Slade didn't linger none to speak of anywheres in 
aiat neighbourhood. Sun-up next day found him 
started on his way to the mine, an' I figure he didn t 
rest much until he got tliere. It was the gold he 
ivvanted most, but he took the little boy-— that’s you, 
iBob — along with him. The kid bein' too young, 
y course, to realise what was goin’ on. 

" But when he got to the mine Slade found that 
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it wasn’t noways as rich as its former owners had 
thought it was. Bein’ tenderfeet, they had taken 
only what was a good-sized pocket for the pure quill, 
an’ it didn’t take long for Yankee Jack to dope out 
the truth. Still, he stuck around until he’d cleaned 
up what pay there was— -with what he'd already 
got in the sack it made a pretty good stake— an’ 
he finally managed to unload what was left of the 
mine on to a young feller that happened to come 
prospectin’ into the neighbourhood. He did all, 
this under the name of Jackson Lindsay. For 
one thing, you see, he was enough like Lindsay, 
in general appearance—they both were big men|l 
an’ blond™ to pass for him in a way, an’ he wass 
always mighty careful to keep clear of bis ddl 
haunts, 

" At last— still passin' for Lindsay— Slade quil 
that country complete an’ drifted up into Wyoming 
an' Montana, where he milled around for a con- 
siderable spell, drinkin’ an’ gamblin’ accordin’ tc 
his habits. He had money now, you see, witi 
prospects of more in the back of his schemin’ head, 
an’ he never was tire sort to settle down to stead j 
work. All this time, of course, he’d kept the boj 
with him. It was easy enough, I reckon. He kep) 
away from places where he’d been known in tl| 
past, an’ nobody asked Irira question.s much. Tm 
country was raw an* unsettled mostly then, ther| 
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was no law to speak of, an’ every man was too bus}' 
mindin’ his own business to take much interest in 
strangers. That’s how Slade got by, an' if there 
ever was a real close search made for Jackson 
Lindsay an' his wife an’ son, Yankee Jack never 
lieard tell of it. He just kept on driftin’ until he 
finally landed in Moondance an' settled down to 
cattle rancliin . It was about this time you met 
up with him, I reckon. Dad ? ” 

Regan looked at Kent, who nodded. 

" I reckon," he said. " SomewhCTe about then, 
lorn. I never knew much of him, though,” 

“ Sure you didn’t. Neither did anybody else. 
He took good care of that. In tliose days there 
ivas just one man who knew the truth an’ he was 
in no shape to tell it—tlien, I mean Jim Turlock : 
liim who’d been the driver of Lindsay's wagon on 
the day that it pulled into Yankee Jack’s front 
jiard,” 

" Then-then Slade didn’t kill liira, after all?” 
Betty burst out eagerly. " But you said that he 
(ell, and ..." 

" I know, I said that, miss ; I sure did.” Regan 
smiled back. " But I never said he was dead. As 
a matter of cold fact, he wan't. Not be a long 
jump. It’s Jim Turlock more’n anybody that we 
owe thanks for learnin' the truth. If it hadn’t 
been for Jim, there'd never have been a murder at 
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the Half Moon, an' Bob might have gone to his 
grave thinkin’ he was Yankee Jack’s own son." 

" By George 1 ” David Kent exploded. " I begin 
to see now what you’re driving at. It was the man 
Turlock, of course. He killed Slade." 

Regan said nothing for a moment. He merely 
smiled a little as he produced and loaded his battered 
corncob. Then, when the pipe was drawing nicely, 
he took up the thread of his narrative, A keen 
observer might have noticed a twinkle of quiet 
exultation in his eyes. He had, somehow, the air 
of a magician who, having mystified his audience 
during the preliminary progress of some act of; 
legerdemain, was about to perform his most startling 

trick. i, 

"You see, when Turlock was shot," he explained,; 
" the bullet, instead of passin’ straight through his 
head as Slade figured it had, glanced on his skull. 
It made an ugly wound, but it didn’t kill him. 
It just knocked the sense out of him. He came 
to finally, but he might have died, at that, if he 
hadn’t been found an’ picked up by a travelling 
cowpuncher, who packed him into town an' turned 
him over to a doctor. The doctor cured the wound 
<ill right— Jim was practically a well man in a couple 
weeks— but his memory had quit him cold. He 
n’t remember a thing, not a darn thing of hi^ 
it, or how he’d come to get that crack on the 



MEN OF MYSTERY 247 

kull. For a long time, several yeai-s I reckon it 
,as, lie drifted around the country like a man in a 
)g. He was physically able, you understand ; he 
[tuld work ; but he didn’t know his name even, 
hat explain^5 how Yankee Jack got the start he 
id." 

“But Turlock recovered finally, Tom— his 
lemory, I mean ? ’’ Bob put in quickly. 

“ Sure he did. But by the time he done so he’d 
andered througlr a couple of states an’ he was a 
jod many hundred miles from Ledge City. StiU, 
le fog had left him an' he remembered what had 
appened up to the time he stopped to camp at 
10 Springs, adthough, of course, he didn’t know for 
iro yet that Slade was tlie skunk who tried to 
urder him. He had suspicions, however, an’ the 
)shot of it all was that he went back an’ tried to 
cate the ncster. He didn’t succeed; not then. 

that time Yankee Jack was miles away an’ 
uvellin’ under the name of Lindsay, which name, 

111 11 lecollect, J. urlock had never been familiar 
Ih a-tall since at tlie time he knew ’em Jackson 
ndsay an’ his wife had called themselves Smith, 
sides, the country had settled up a lot by that 
no. There were new people every place an’ none 
’em Imd ever hoai-d of Slade. But Jim stayed 
til it, I’ll say he did I An’ the longer he kept 
irehin' and figurin’ things out in his own mind 
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the surer he grew that Slade was up to some diru 
game of which his own murder had been only th' 
beginnin'. He hadn’t forgot you. Bob, Jim hadn’t 
yovir folks had been good to him, an’ — well, ther 
was his own score to pay. 

" He found the mine, of course, what was left 0 
it, but no news of the man he was after there eitliei 
Even then he didn't give up ; he kept on searcliinl 
All this took time ; it sure did. Jim Turlock wi 
a poor man. He had to work his way around tlj 
country an' there were long spells when he staytji 
in one place. But he never lost siglit of his raaf 
idea, never. He aimed to find Yankee Jack a| 
get square with him if it took him all of Ids li| 
Years passed. Jim Turlock was a gray-haired m| 
when he drifted into Moondance one day an’ recij 
nised Slade on the street. That was some tii| 
ago, or more’n twenty years after that shot 
fired at Squaw Springs, an’ from that minute onw:^ 
Jack Slade was a marked man. I 

"The moment that Turlock had waited a| 
Worked for for so long had come at last. If anyl 
you folks have ever pined for a thing for half a lil 
time, an' then aU of a sudden got it, you’ll kn| 
something of how he felt. He was some hap| 
reckon. He had his enemy in the hollow of | 
and, he figured. He knew Yankee Jack in sp| 

; the years an' his cliange of name, but Yanl 
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Jack did not — could not — ^Imow him. Dinin’ all 
Jiose years he’d made a plan of what he should do 
f ever he found his enemy. He could see no satis- 
'action in vengeance unless the guilty man knew 
low an’ why he was bein’ punished. Deatli was 
;oo clean, too merciful, for a skunk like Slade. 
Besides, there was no hurry. Havin’ waited twenty 
irears, Jim didn’t begrudge a month or so longer. 
He played careful. He got himself a job at a 
ranch in the neighbourhood an’ settled down to 
icep ta.bs on Slade. 

" In a month he knew the man’s habits better 
jYcn than I reckon you knew 'em. Bob. He knew 
51 ade was a hard drinker, an’ that he was mixed 
lip with a gang of boot-leggers, an’ — other things. 
He knew that Slade and Sheriff Flint was thick as 
tliree in a bed, an’ he knew too, or he guessed easy 
snough, tliat you were the same lad who as a baby 
had ridden alongside of him on that day when he 
first met Slade. Right then, I reckon, he made up 
his mind that you must be told the truth. Bob ; 
but he had to go .slow. As yet, you see, he hadn’t 
tay real proof. Only his word, an’ what was his 
bare word against the word of a big rancher like 
Yankee Jack had grown to be ? It was evidence 
he needed : the papers an’ tilings he guessed that 
^lade had stolen from the real Jack Lindsay, an’ 
Miich he never doubted, somehow, that the thief 
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had kept by him some place. So 
watched. Finally, when he flgviied 
about ripe, he called on Slade 
Moon.” 

" And that was when he killed hit 



CHAPTER XXVIl 


'No.- Regal, shook hi. head and smiled a little 
•ddly at Iiis young friend’s outburst. " Nn r u 
Mock didn't kill him then. He didn’t aim to* 
fou see, he'd been doin' a heap of thinkm''^mce 
le'd located Slade an’ discovered that the man was 
aixed up in so much crooked work, an’ the size of 

I was that he'd clianged his original plan a bit 
Verity years is a pretty long time, you know 
5 nurse a grudge— we can’t blame Turlock much,* 
reckon, if he’d seemed to get cracked a little oii 
ie subject. At any rate, he figured he could make 
ankee Jack suffer worse by givin' up his iU-gotten 
uns, payin’ tlirough the nose, you might say, for 

II he'd done, than by snuffin' him out. Also, as 
|re said, it was Jim’s idea that you should be told 
Sc truth an' that the ranch an' all should be turned 
|er to you to whom he figured it rightly belonged. 

S other words, once the proof was in his hands, 

S aimed to show up Slade for the crooked skunk 
i was. 

I' Well, he made himself known to Yankee Jack 
j- put the proposition up to him. There was soma 

i- . SSI -p 



M1?N OF MYSTERY 


25 » 

sc(!uc, I reckon. There wire must have keen. ] 
ain’t K<*t the r.onii*leto ilope on tliat fust inectin, 
but lulowin* Slade, I can (;ue8S about how he mus 
have took on when he fouiul that Turlock had comi 
Mp out of the ('lave to e.iiU his hand, It was interest 
in', I’ll bet. It sure was. Turlock didn't hav 
any veal proof, of course, hut he’d leurned cnoug 
about Slade's alfaits by this lime to throw a proU 
powerful bluff, an' the mere fact of him sliowin’ ii 
alive thataway was like an ace in the hole. Slai 
took on scaiulalons, I reckon. lie bcRged a 
whined like the doK he was ; he offered to spl 
with Jim, offered to do most anylhinf.; in fact Ih 
wouhi save him from the fate ho deserved. B 
Turlock wan stuhhom. Ife hadn't forgotten tl 
twenty years of fpief, you see, an he diduta 
to be briired. TUo Irest he would do was to gi 
Slade a little time heforo h«^ sprauf' the boml) ll 
would nm lum outa the courrtry an’ make a begj 
of him. if it didn't actually put him in the p 
And that's where Turlock overplaywl his hand. 

" For Yankee Jack wa.s no fool. As soon as 
got rid of Iris unwelcome guest lliat night he be| 
to plan a countermove. He was, as I've told y 
one of the partners in the lioot-leggin’ garaev 
Flint an' Lacy, an’ it didn't take lung for lilni 
figvrre what he'd do. He knew that Flint soraej 
made \m of an organisation called the ' Gr^ 
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to get rid of people who were hostile to his interests — 
kind of a Kin Klnx on a small scale it is — an’ he 
figured it wo\ikl he easy to attangc so that these 
hooded ridem would put Turlock out of the way. 
put at that he didn't want to confess all of his own 
feast to Luke Flint. Consequently, he made it 
known in certain quarters tliat Jim Turlock was a 
Icvenue agent on the trail of the boot -leggers,” 

I “That's it, of course — tire Hoods I ” Bob ex- 
llaimcd suddenly. " That accounts for the head- 
i|ss figures I saw that night. Funny I’d never 
i bought of them.” 

MBig Tom smiled again. For some time it had 
5 icon apparent that botli he and Bob were occupying 
9 [world by themselves, a world in which things out- 
ijde the circle of Regan’s narrative had no place. 
Mven Betty and her uncle were forgotten, although 
bey too in their way were as keenly interested, too 
1 ksorbed to note anything that went on beyond the 
* alls of the room in wliich tliey sat. 
f " For a good wliile,” Regan continued, picking 
sj j) his story once more, " Slade had been gettin’ 

? fed of your .society. Bob. The plan he’d held to 
P fr years of milkin’ your relatives back East hadn’t 
1 brked out the way he’d figured it would, an’ the 
>|4o of you didn’t team at all. Now he decided 
■Bat if he could get rid of you he’d have a better 
<Wow to come clear in case his otlier plans failed, 
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expostulated. If the murder occurred as you say, 
how was I knocked unconscious, and why was I 
carried up to my room ? Of course, Lacy may have 
hed, but he said he found me on the bed when he 
arrived it was that wMch put into his head the 
idea of trying to shift the whole tiling on to me.” 

“I know,” Regan nodded; "but Cock-Eye's 
fellin’ the truth, I reckon, or part of it. His story 
clears up one of tlie dark spots in the case ; it's 
llie only way we can accoimt for the frame-up. 
ks for you bein’ put to bed— tliat’s easy. It was 
the murderer knocked you out an' put you there, 
hd. Ho told mo himself tliat he met you outside, 
rhero you was wanderin’ around like a man in a 
iream, an’ hit you a clip on the head. Then he 
look your horse to help him in his getaway. You 
lee he’d tangled up with a couple of Gray Hoods a 
ittle bit before that an’ been hurt some himself, 
Ithough he wasn't weak yet from loss of blood as 
16 got later. It was Taps who helped him an’ 
tiiided him to the cave behind White Falls, where 
hey hid until I trailed ’em,” And Big Tom went 
I (1 to explain how he had come to di.scover the 
wrderer, a story to which his hearers listened 
agerly. 

' " The sick man looked pretty far gone,” he wound 
p. " I thought he was dyin’, so after I got Taps 
' (talk a bit an’ had satisfied myself that the Injun 
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won’t actually guilty of much wrong lumsclf, I| 
sent him to town for Doc Weyiuan. Doc brought| 
tine sick man back to his aenstis, an’ ho confessed! 
the whole works. I’ve got it all written dowD| 
an’ signed. It’s a-plcnty to clear you, Hob. 

sure is.” | 

” Is the nmrderer dead, then ? ” | 

“ Not so far as I know. Ho won’t when I las| 
saw him-he was restin’ fairly easy. By then Do| 
Weyman an’ I had taken lum down to the Ha| 
Moon an’ made him as comfortable a.s we couldl 
all oh the quiet, of course. Doc, he promised t| 
watch out for him while I came up hoin. But ho’| 
die, Doc says. It’s the Inyin’ out in that damp cavj 
His hmt itself won’t so serious, not at first. (I 
coume he might get well- they do sometimes. Btj 
it’ll be better nil round, I reckon, if ho dies.” | 
” I suppose so, although after what you ve told n| 
I can’t help feeling a certain respect and sympatl| 
for him. God knows, Slade deserved his end. B| 
even yet I don’t see jnst how you came to pick t| 
'rurlock's trail. I thought there were no clu^ 
That is, none which did not point to me.” ] 
Regan chuckled. Once more a hint of suppress^; 
•ixultation in his manner gave evidence that he w| 
lolding sometliing back. Yet he explained quiet] 

mough. . ! 

” Right there’s where you were wrong," he m 
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"The clue was there in plain sight all the time, 
but we al were too blind to see it. We jumped 
at a conclusion at the start that kept us guessin' 
all the way— -we sure did. That dead man now — 
at the Half Moon, I mean — ^his face was battered 
to a jelly. We knew him by his clothes, you'll say. 
Right 1 An’ at the time we never questioned nothin.’ 
biy should we ? But later . . . Well, I knew 
lie job had been framed on you ; I was right that 
ar. At first, too, I figured Cock-Eye might be 
[ailty, an’ on top of that came the midnight visitor 
just missed catcMn’. So far’s I could see when 
looked around, tliis party had stolen nothin’. On 
le contrary he’d brought home your pony, an’, 
nless I was all wrong, he’d put something in the 
kfe. Now that was a funny play for him to make, 
thought. It sure was. 

“ WeU, that safe is pretty old fashioned. I got 
open finally, an’ in it I found the papers I've 
sen tellin’ you of — the papers that were stolen 
om your folks years ago by Yankee Jack. You 
le — of course I didn’t know all this till later — the 
lurderer, thinkin’ he was dyin’, had sent Taps back 

i me with 'em. He wanted to square himself what 
could at the last, I reckon ; but anyhow that’s 
lat he done. He thought he’d start you on 
B road to findin' out just who an’ what you 
ire. Bob. That’s what put me on the right 
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scent, that an’ those tracks I followed to White 
Falls. 

" Then, after I'd learned what I did at the falls, 
I went back to town an' got what little I could out 
of Maizie. She was too scared of Flint to tell much, 
but I gathered enough to back up what I’d learned 
already from other sources. Of course, I figured 
that she’d tell Flint I'd tried to pump her, but by 
then I knew that the Sheriff wan’t directly mixed up 
with the murder — ^though he’s guilty of a-plenty 
besides — an’ I didn’t care. In fact, I hoped, an' 
I’m still hopin’, that he’d get rattled enough to 
make a fool play of some kind, for I aim to put 
him out of office before I’m done. I’ve told Taps 
to keep an eye on him while I’m away. As foi 
Cock-Eye : thanks to a piece of luck, we’ve already 
got him, an’ you say he’s partly confessed. That 
means the mystery’s about cleared up, I reckon." 

Regan paused to relight his pipe, which had gone 
out, and for a space they all were silent. Filled 
with a mixture of sadness and relief beyond his 
ability to express, Bob was hardly conscious of his 
surroundings. So this then was the answer to it 
aU. He had at last discovered the secret of hh 
■'Tth only to learn that his parents were lost to hkc 
ever; and Slade — ^that . . . And after he hafl 
practically all his life believed the man to b< 
js father I 
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He glanced up at Regan, who, with his broad 
back to the open window, sat smiling at him through 
a cloud of smoke. 

" I should like to see those papers, Tom,” he 
said. “ I can scarcely realise it all even yet, but 
perhaps if I see things in black and white I’ll under- 
stand. Just now I'm in a dream, I think.” 

” Sure. Of course, lad. I’ve got ’em right 
here,” Big Tom replied, reaching beneath his coat. 
‘‘They're your property, I reckon, just like the 
Half Moon an' all that’s on it is yours by rights. 
There’s a surprise cornin’ to you, lad, when you read 
the name tliat's signed to . . .” 

In the very act of giving to Bob the large fat 
envelope which he had just taken from his pocket 
Big Tom became silent and for a moment as motion- 
less as the chair beneath him. Then, almost in 
the same breath, he gave vent to an inarticulate 
roar and whirled about, while the other occupants 
of the room started up in consternation. 

Darting across Regan’s shoulder as swiftly and 
silently as the head of a striking rattlesnake, a hand 
had reached in through the window and snatched 
I the envelope from his fingers. 



CHAPTER XXVin 


Looking up in the direction from which the ha p j 
had appeared, the four occupants of the room, who 
until then had been entirely unaware that they 
were spied upon, started in sudden consternation, 
and Betty barely suppressed a scream. Then came 
profound silence. Four pairs of eyes were fastened 
on the owner of the hand, mRo .stood staring in 
at the window from behind the muzzle of a big 
revolver which seemed to menace each one of 
them impartially. 

He was taU, this man, rougWy clad, and his face 
and head were completely hidden by a voluminous 
hood of dark gray cloth which fell down to his 
shoulders, and tlirough the eyelets of which his 
eyes gleamed. How long he had been in his present 
position or how much of their conversation he had 
overheard they could not guess ; they knew only | 
that he was there and that for the moment at least j 
he held them all at his mercy, for grouped behind 
him, just visible in the gatliering dusk, were three 
nore hooded men, each one of whom carried a rifle i 
■eady in his hands. I 
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For a considerable interval the man at the window 
aid nothing. He did not need to. There was 
lomething ominous in the very poise of his body, 
:o say nothing of his threatening gun, and those 
le faced were too well acquainted by hearsay or 
)bservation with the Gray Hoods to fail to recognise 
I member of that lawless band when they saw 
dm. 

It was Regan who finally broke the silence. At 
us first glimpse of the man who had robbed him he 
lad sprung to his feet, poised, ready for instant 
iction, and his right hand had darted beneath his 
;oat toward the pistol which was hidden there ; 
)ut he was too prudent to attempt to draw just 
hen. Instantly realising the odds against them, 
le froze motionless, then his muscles relaxed 
iuddenly and he dropped his hand to his side. 

" Hell's bells ! ” he muttered. 

“That’s better,’’ the hooded man said then. 

' Glad to see you’re goin’ to be sensible,’’ and some- 
tiow it was apparent even in spite of his mask that 
h,e smiled sardonically. " We don’t want to hurt 
aobody, but we mean business. You’re under arrest 
—all of you.’’ 

“ The devil you say. What for ? ’’ 

The hooded man did not answer the question. 
With his unoccupied hand he deliberately pocketec 
the envelope he had just snatched. Then : — 
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" Two of you go ’round in by the door and take 
charge,” he directed the men behind him. " The 
other stand guard here with me.” 

He fell silent again and waited while two of his 
followers tramped around to the front door and 
the third drew up a little closer to the window. 
The two former appeared presently in the living 
room doorway, and covered the prisoners withj 
their rifles. j 

Regan smiled in the slow enigmatic fashion 
peculiar to him. He did not seem to be in the 
least frightened or perturbed. On the contrary, he 
calmly sized up the situation for a moment, raising 
his eyebrows a little as he glanced at Bob, who^ 
had jumped to his feet at the first alarm and now 
stood waiting indecisively. i 

” Better come in an' set, Luke,” Big Tom re-i 
noaxked casually, and grinned at the hooded man’s! 
sudden start. "We're harmless — you got us 
cornered. An' anyhow this ain’t a shootin’ party. 
Too many witnesses— you couldn't get away with 
it— an’ you’d hardly kill us all, I reckon. Murder’s! 
a serious thing ; it sure is. It’s even worse’n tiyin’ 
to hang innocent people. Better shed tliat mask— i 
t looks warm— an’ come in so’s we can talk sociable 
ke. I’ve been kind of expectin’ you’d show! 

ip.” 

Sheriff Flint, if, indeed, the hooded man was 
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Sheriff Flint — and, in spite of Regan’s calm assur- 
ance, none of the others could have sworn to the 
man’s identity — ^remained silent for a moment. 
He did not move from where he stood, neither did 
he, as Betty feared that he might, reply to Regan’s 
bold effrontery by violence. He simply continued 
to cover him with his revolver. 

“ Talk’s cheap,” he said finally. “ This ain’t no 
convention. I'm arrestin’ young Lindsay there for 
murder, an’ the rest of you on accessory charges. 
Also there’s a little matter of boot-legging to be 
looked into. We got it on you, I reckon. Might 
as well come peaceable — save your talkin’ for the 
judge.” 

” We’ll see you to the devil first, that we will 1 ” 
David Kent’s rapidly kindling wrath at this invasion 
of his home suddenly burst all bounds. Regardless 
of their weapons, he sprang to his feet as if on the 
point of attacking the intruders. 

I “ Tush, man ! ” he went on, his deep voice hoarse 
with passion. " Are you gone clean daft ? D'you 
think to burden us innocent folk with the crimes 
|of your own making ? ’Tis your own still up yonder 
[in the canyon— not mine. As for the rest, how 
fiong since honest servants of the law went about 
their duty behind masks ? Let us see the face of 
Lou, you coward, though we know you well enough 
[as it is. B’you think I don’t know you, Bruce 
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Eaton.”— levelling a forefinger at the second of the 
two men beyond the window — ” or you, Luke Flint? 
Bosh 1 Had ye been listening a minute since ye’d 
have heard that we know all. The proof is there 
in the envelope you’ve stolen. No, sir ! I’ll not 
budge from this room, nor will my niece.” And 
to add emphasis to his words the doughty old ranch- 
man stepped forward and pas.sed his arm around 
Betty’s waist, as if daring any one to separate 
them. 

The hooded men, however, paid little heed to his 
outburst. Their attention— especially that of their 
leader — ^was focused chiefiy upon Regan, whom they 
doubtless considered to be the most dangerous of 
their prisoners. Seeing this. Bob moved slightly 
in the direction of Betty and her uncle ; he was! 
thinking fast. 

This wholesale arrest, thougli undoubtedly illegal; 
was not without a certain solid base to rest upon. 
Recent experience had already .shown him how easy 
it was to manufacture evidence, and if tliese hooded 
men were in reality the Sheriff and hi.s henchmen 
there could be little doubt but that they had care- 
fully weighed matters before attempting so dc-sperate 
a hazard. By a streak of luck the luMKl d man had 
already gained posse.ssion of the pa[)ers which would 
Trove Bob’s innocence of the charge against himi 

n the eyes of the law and the public he was still 



MEN OF MYSTERY 


265 

but little better than a convicted murderer, and 
vnthout proof to substantiate the story of Turlock, 
be could not hope that any one would believe him. 
He was still racking his brains for some way to 
turn the tables and regain possession of the envelope, 
when Regan broke the silence which had fallen 
since Kent’s outburst. 

" Better listen to reason, Luke,” the big man 
suggested quietly, although he too could scarcely 
have failed to note the risk they ran. “ No use 
tryin’ to ride a bluff clear into the discard, you know. 
This thing’s gone too far already.” 

" You're shoutin' it has,” the other retorted, still 
leither affirming nor den3dng his identity. ” That's 
why from now on I'd advise you to step easy. I’ve 
been here longer'n you think — I’ve heard consider- 
ible. I’ve stated my case, an’ I’ve got witnesses 
in’ evidence to back it. The bulk of yours, I 
take it, is in this here envelope I’ve got. The 
rest ain’t worth a warhoop agin’ what I can 
show. You think I’m bluffin’, do you. Well, 
look here.” 

Very slowly and deliberately he took the envelope 
from his pocket and laid in on the window siU in 
kont of him. Then, still without losing the " drop ” 
on Regan, he produced a match, which he scratche'^' 
on the wall at his side. At last, still with 1 
utmost deliberation so that not one of his Ul 
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audience could fail to grasp the significance of the 
act, he applied the flame to a comer of the 
envelope. 

“ There goes your evidence,” he taunted. " What 
you goin’ to do about it ? ” 



CHAPTER XXIX 

iT sight of tills monstrous act, which to him seemed 
5 embody the destruction of all his new-found hopes 
f happiness, when he realised that the hooded 
lan actually intended to burn the only existing 
roof of his innocence. Bob suddenly went fighting 
lad. He was unarmed, but standing almost at 
is elbow was a small table, and on this were 
axious articles, among others a heavy pot, or jar, of 
ammered brass in which Kent stored his tobacco, 
he envelope had just taken fixe and begun slowly 
0 burn, and tlie eyes of all persons in the room were 
icused upon it, when Bob seized this jar and threw 
; with all his might at the man in the window; 
nd at practically the same instant he dived forward 
rith outstretched hands. 

Stnick full on the chest by this impromptu missile, 
he hoixied man fell back a pace and his pistol arm 
erkecl upward, thereby giving Regan the second’s 
seway he needed to draw his own weapon and cover 
he two men by the doorway, who, startled by 
lob’s unexpected action, and intent upon their 

Mef's doings, had been caught a little ofi their 

267 s 
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guard. As Regan turned, however, one of the pair 
discharged his rifle, but the shot went wild, and 
before it could be repeated a bullet from Big Tom's 
revolver broke the man’s arm, causing the rifle to 
clatter to the floor and its owner to follow his com- 
panion, who had already fled. In tlie memtime, 
Bob had succeeded in grasping the envelope, which 
had begun to bum briskly. 

Came a roar of exultation from Regan, an indis- 
tinguishable medley of shouts and oaths from the 
surprised Hoods ; then loud and clear above the 
tumult rang Betty’s scream of warning to Big Tom^ 
who whirled on his heel to face the window ju^ 
as the second of tlie two men outside, he whom Ken| 
had apparently recognised as Bruce Eaton, pulle(| 
the trigger of his rifle. For just an instant Rega^ 
faltered and staggered uncertainly, then he threi^ 
up his hands and fell headlong. , j 

As if the giant’s fall had been a signal for th| 
cessation of hostilities, the uproar ended instantlj| 
The man who had fired the shot, probably aghas| 
at what he had done, faded once more into the bacli| 
groimd, and his leader, having recovered quickli 
from the blow he had received, took charg 

again. i 

“ Nice ruction you've raised,” he snarled, leanini 
n at the window pistol in hand. “All for nothing 
coo. I told you we meant business. Now gimin 
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back that paper ! ” He spoke to Bob, who, having 
extinguished the flame, was smoothing the charred 
but not much damaged envelope between his fingers. 

Bob laughed a little wildly. Regan was down, 
killed perhaps — ^he did not know — but the battle 
was lost in any case, and he was too desperate not 
to consider risk. Since he must die after aU, he 
would die fighting. He pocketed the envelope. 

" Come and get it,” he retorted. 

1 The man in the hood levelled his revolver. 

“ I’m countin’ three,” he said, “ an’ at the end 
jTOu’re doin’ one of two things. You’re goin’ to 
jive me that paper, or . . .” He paused impres- 
sively. " One I ” he counted. 

Bob faced him in silent defiance. The situation 
liad passed beyond words. He knew that he in- 
' tended to keep the envelope in his possession as 
long as he lived. He would never give it up while 
! lie had strength to retain it. Still, he had no wish 
lo die. Life had suddenly become very dear and 
• sweet to him now that he possessed the means to 
>' indicate himself, and that Betty . , . 

!| “Two!” 

P Bob stood waiting, ready for the spring which he 
ivould make just as he judged that the revolvra: 
iiras about to explode. Strange to say, though 
{lacing almost certain death, he felt no fear. In fact, 
steep within him, he was conscious of an odd elation 
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— a sense of daring which once or twice before 
though in lesser volume now, had come to him in 
moments of great peril. But now, too, this daring 
was tempered with regret tliat he must relinquish 
aU that he had wanted so to win. He would almost 
have welcomed death a week ago. Now 
No ! By heaven, he would not die ! He couldn’t. 
His every muscle taut as stretched wire, he waited 
for the slow tensing of his enemy’s trigger linger to 
proclaim that his moment had come. 

“ No ! no ! ” Betty, who until then had remained 
a mute and bonified spectator of all that was taking 
place, protested hysterically. “ You mustn’t, f 
tell you ; you mustn’t — you mustn’t ! Take th^ 
paper. But — but don't murder liim ! ” j 

“ Yes, lad, the lass is right," came in David Kent’^ 
deep tones. " Give up the papers since you must.. 
We may get them back some day, but if you die it’s' 
the end. We’re helpless now. I have no weapon 
on me. I can do nothing.” j 

“ I'm waiting," the chief of the Hoods said grimly | 
perhaps he had cormted upon this very interferenca 
in his favour. “ The old man's right. WMla 
there’s life in him a man is worth a hundred deail 
ones. Give me that envelope an’ I’ll promise . . .’f 
“ You coward ! " Bob interruided him ; for hi 
mew that he could not stand the strain of Betty'J 
^leading. '* Why don't you shoot and get it orej 
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adth ? You’ll get the envelope then, perhaps — 
aff my body. But not before.” 

The taunt worked. Through the holes of his 
mask the hooded man’s eyes seemed to expand and 
actually to blaze with anger at this final evidence 
jf his victim’s courage and apparent indifference 
to death. His finger was already beginning to 
:rook tighter around the trigger of his weapon, and 
Bob was on the very point of launching himself 
through the air, when suddenly the fire in those 
blazing orbs seemed to die out, and the hand that 
held the revolver, until then steady as a rock, 
wavered and shook, then dropped until the muzzle 
of the gun pointed toward the floor. 

It was then that Bob might have successfully 
essayed his contemplated attack, for in that instant 
the odds were almost even, but all set in the very 
act of leaping though he was, something impelled 
him to pause and slowly turn his head and follow 
with his glance the gaze of the man who faced him. 
When he did this his own eyes became wide and 
staring in horrified amazement. For a flash some- 
tiling wliich was not exactly fear, but like an icy 
hand for all that, clutched at his windpipe and his 
heart seemed to stand still. 

Two men stood there in the doorway of the living 
I room — one tall, the other short. The shorter was 
i Tai®, the Indian chorenun, and the other ... 
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The other was — No ! Impossible ! It coiild not 
be — but it was ! Tlie other was a corpse risen to 
walk again, tlie man whom Bob had called father 
for nearly all liis life. The tall man was Jackson 
Lindsay ! 

For a long interval thereafter the room was like 
a tomb. Each one of its various occupants might 
have been an actor in a tableau for all the movement 
or sound that he made. All eyes were focused on 
that tall, pale-faced figtire in the doorway, whose 
feverish gaze returned their stare in a silence as 
profound and full of question as their own. Even 
Regan, who sat up dizzily, like a man just roused 
from a deep sleep, froze motionless at once. Of 
them all the Indian alone seemed to retain M 
possession of his faculties, but, though his gaze 
darted rapidly from face to face, even he did not 
move or speak. 

It was the presence of Taps, undeniably alive and 
well, which helped Bob to tlie realisation that, 
incredible as it appeared, he was indeed looking at 
the man who until that moment he would have 
sworn was dead. He was in no way superstitious, 
he did not believe in ghosts, and he knew that this 
man he was accused of having murdered was actually 
standing there before him, but hm the life of him 

e could not guess how it had come about. 

Lindsay, or Slade, as we must call him now, 
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although standing squarely erect upon his feet, 
looked enough like the spectre from beyond the 
grave for which they at first took him to make the 
error excusable. Except for his burning eyes he 
was as colourless as any ghost, and in the semi- 
gloom his tall figure looked thin and gaunt as a 
shade. In place of a hat his head was covered by 
a bandage, and beneath this his glaring eyes and 
unshaven cheeks had a truly uncanny appearance. 

It was the visitor himself who finally broke the 
deathly silence which his apparition had caused. 
For some time it had been evident that his attention 
was occupied entirely by, and almost equally be- 
tween, Bob and the hooded man — ^the two upon 
whom his strange arrival had made the most im- 
pression ; and his first words were spoken at, rather 
than to, the latter. 

“ I’ve come in time, I reckon,” he said in a hollow 
voice, which seemed the result of a great effort. 
“ The Indian told me you were headed here, and 
I guessed . . He stopped abruptly for an 
instant ; then went on more hurriedly, and in a 
sudden flare of anger. 

“Curse you!” he cried. “Why couldn’t you 
leave well enough alone ? Why drag a dying man 
out of his bed with your greedy villainy ? Damn 
you and your crooked schemes ! It was I who 
killed Jim Turlock— no one else. But you and Bil 
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Lacy between yoii would, have hung an innocent 
man. I’m bad, G&,d knows ! but tliere's some tilings. 
. . . You never "jessed I'd come to testify, did 
you, Flint ? You" tho-qght I died tliat night, and 
that my murderer had left the country. But I’m 
not dead yet. It’s th^boy I’ve come to save. 
Tom Regan has ' it — my confgfision — signed and 
witnessed. I killed Kate and Turlock that night, 
and then I changed clothes with the dead man and 
liid myself. It’s the truth. I swear to it again 
here before you all, and you can ask Taps. He 
Icnows.” 

Slade paused and glared at the hooded man in 
whom, just as Regan had previously done, he seemed 
to instantly recognise Sheriff Flint. Then he looked 
at Bob. 

" As for you,” he said, " listen : My time is short. 
The doctor says I’m dying— I am. But first I’ll 
tell you that I lied to you that night. I was mad 
then— drunk — ^what you will — but — I lied. The 
truth is in the papers I gave Regan. I robbed your 
folks and I meant to rob you too, but — well, I’m 
dying. Turlock got me that night, after all. The 
estate back East — ^yours — is in chancery, I tliink 
they call it. It’s waiting for you. I could never 
get hold of it — I daren’t go too far, Thiy might 
have suspected. But you can now that you know 
the truth. The papers will prove your right to . . 
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He staggered a little and thrust out a hand to 
support himself against the door frame. Then once 
more he whirled upon the man in the window. 

“ Go ! " he thundered. " Go ! ” 

He collapsed then, suddenly, like a shot rabbit, 
and would have fallen headlong had not Taps caught 
him in his arms. 



CHAPTER XXX 


Regan was on his feet again and as steady as ever. 
His wound turned out to be no more than superficial, 
though it had stunned him for a time, and when 
Kent had dressed it, the big man grinned at Boh. 

“ You’re cleared, lad,” he said, " and your name’s 
Lindsay sure enough. I reckon nobody’ll dispute 
that now.” j 

Betty looked at them. It was harder for he)| 
than for Bob to understand all that had takeii 
place ; yet she got it before he did. | 

"Slade was the injured man you found hiddeii 
behind White FjiUs ? ” she a-sked Big ’foin. 

"He sure was. Taps took him tliere when h^ 
collapsed after his fight with Turlock. It was 
Turlock’s features bein’ smasht'd beyond recognitioni 
of course, that gave the murderi:r his idea of changin* 
places with him. Slade was a had one all right, 
but he tried to square liimself wIrui he found thai 
he was doomed. There’s a little good even in th( 
worst of us, I reckon.” 

Bob nodded. "He got here just in time," b 
said. “ I owe him thanks for that, at least. Flinl 
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Bob’ll be goin’ East soon, I s’pose, to bunt up ^ 
km, an • • • 

Big Tom wtis interrupted by a polce in the ri'ii^ 
and looking in the direction of the ranchman’s ga.^ * 
he grinned broadly. For a second the two 
stared, then they turned and looked at each oth^^ 
and finally, without saying a word, they walked 
of the room. 

Over there by the window — that same windc^.^ 
through wliich the hooded man had come so 
near to ending all their hopes— Betty and 
were too deeply engrossed to be more than diirtjj 
aware of what went on around them. The laitj^ 
had been lighted ; it was now some time siiXc^ 
Slade’s appearance, and night iiad fully dcscende<J ^ 
and in its mellow glow the two young people stoo,i 
facing, but not looking directly at each other. 

"Well, it’s all over,” Bob remarked at last 
somewhat stupidly. 

"Yes.” 

Betty, too, seemed imnaturally quiet and sub- 
dued. 


Bob watched the play of the lampdight on hei 
hair for an instant out of the corners of his eyes, 
He appeared to he thinking ; he smiled faintly tc 
himself. Suddenly he turned and took her bj 
the shoulders, holding her firmly. Also he kissec 
her more than once. 
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“ Don’t ! ” she struggled with him almost as if 
she really wanted to get away. 

He. laughed softly. 

“I love you,” he told her. "And you love 
me. God knows why, but you do. You admitted 
it out there on the trail, you know, and . . . 
Why shouldn’t I kiss you ? ” 

She began to argue. She told him that then, 
3ut there in the timber, he had been just an ordinary 
person— a rancher like her uncle. Now, apparently, 
lie was heir to a fortune (at least, she supposed it 
was a fortune) somewhere in the East, and she was 
only a plain girl, a mere nobody, who . . . 

That was as far as she got. 

"Bosh!” he exclaimed, and kissed her again. 

‘ Fortune be darned. The only fortune I’m at all 
sure of, or that I want, is right here in this room. 
You said you loved me when, for all you knew, I 
was a mm^erer, and now that I’m proven innocent 
you take it back. That’s not reasonable ; it’s not 
even land. I shall go East, I suppose, but not for 
[good and not alone. You’re going to marry me 
hrst, my dear. Oh, yes, you are ! I’ve suffered 
enough recently, you know.” 

" Well, that’s all over now.” 

" Nonsense ! You and I have just begun. 

" Silly ! You know . . 

That’s how they argued. Bob loved her; he 
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knew that she loved him ; and after a while he man 
her- confess as much. Tliat settled it. It \ s 
natural, perhaps, that they should act so aftei 
strain they had just been through together. . 
by the time Regan and Kent returned to the livj 
room — not so very soon either — they were in fui 
agreement. 

Big Tom chuckled openly and nudged his com 
panion when he saw them,. 


“ It looks to me,” he opined, winking at Kent 
" like sometJung had transpired since we left here 
Dad. By gum ! I knew that young feller would 
cut me out. I sure did." 

Betty dimpled rosily. 

“ You sure guesse^ riglit ! ” she laughed. 
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